





PLAYS 

BY 

AUGUST STRINDBERG 


g^ECOND SERIES 




PLAYS 

BY 

AUGUST S;tRINDBERG 

^ECOND SERIES 

TbERE ARE CRIMES AND CRIMES 
MISS JULIA' 

THE STRONGER 

CREDITORS 

PARIAH 


TRANSLATED WITH INTRODUCTIONS BY 

EDWIN BJORKMAN 


AUTHORIZED EDITION 


LONDON 

DUCKWORTH & CO. 

1913 



Copjrif’ht, I 

r 


01 Ii> Charles StnI'ticr s S'^n**, for *hi 
I 'lilted State*; of AiiieiKa 


niittd hv (he Scribner Press 
New 'ierk, U. S A. 



CONTENTS 


PAGE 


Introduction to There Are Crimes and Crimes** • • 3 

\ 

There Are Crimes and Crimes 9 

Introduction to ''Miss Julia** 89 

Author s Preface 90 

Miss Julia 113 

Introduction to "The Stronger** 107 

The Stronger 109 

Introduction to "Creditors** 179 

Creditors 183 

Introduction to "Pariah** . 241 


Pariah 


245 




THERE ARE CRIMES 
AND CRIMES 




INTROIXUCTION 


Strindberg lyas fif^y years old when he wrote There 
Are Crimes and Criiliest’' In the same year, 1899, he pro- 
duced three of his finest historical dramas: “The Saga of 
tilt; Folkungs,” “Gusta/iis Vasa,” and “Eric XIV.” Just 
before, he had finished “Advent,” which he described as 
“A Atystcry,” and which was published together with 
“Tliere Are Crimes and Crimes” under the common title of 
“In a Higlier Court.” Back of these dramas lay his 
strange confessional works, “Inferno” and “Legends,” and 
the first two parts of his autobiographical dream-play, 
“Toward Damascus” — all of which were finished between 
Alay, 1897, and some time in the latter part of 1898. And 
back of these again lay that period of mental crisis, when, at 
Paris, in 1895 and 1890, he strove to make gold by the trans- 
mutation of baser metals, while at the same time his spirit 
was travelling through all the seven hells in its search for 
the heaven promised by the great mystics of the past. 

“There Arc Crhnes and Crimes” may, in fact, be regarded 
as his first definite step beyond that crisis, of which the pre- 
ceding works were at once the record and closing chord. 
When, in 1909, he issued “The Author,” being a long with- 
held fourth part of his first autobiographical series, “The 
Bondwoman’s Son,” he prefixed to it an analytical summary of 
the cfitire body of his work. Opposite the works from 1897-8 
appears in this summary the following passage: “The great 
crisis at the age of fifty; revolutions in the life of the soul, 
;(lesert wanderings, Swedenborgian Heavens and Hells.” But 
concerning “There A*t-e Crimes and Crimes” and the three 
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historical dramas from the same year he writes triumphantly; 

Light after darkness; new productivity, with recovered 
Faith, Hope and Love — and iifith full, rock-firm Certitude.” 

In its German version the play is named “RUusch,” or 
‘‘Intoxication,” which indicates the part played by the cham- 
pagne in the plunge of Maurice from Tkj; piilnacles of success 
to the depths of misfortune. StrinJl^erg has mo;-e and more 
come to see that a moderation verging closely on asceticism 
IS wise for most men and essential td the man of genius who 
wants to fulfil his divine mission. And he does not«scorn to 
press home even this comparatively humble lesson wdth the 
naYve directness and fiery zeal which form such conspicuous 
features of all his work. 

But in the title which bound it to “Advent” at their joint 
publication we have a better clue to what the author himself 
undoubtedly regards as the most important element of his 
work — its religious tendency. The “higher court,” in 
wdiich are tried tlie crimes of Maurice^ Adolphe^ and Henri* 
ettCf is, of course, the highest one that man can imagine. 
And the crimes of which they have all become guilty are 
those which, as Adolphe remarks, “are not mentioned in the 
criminal code” — in a word, crimes against the spirit, against 
the impalpable power that moves us, against God. The 
play, seen in this light, pictures a deep-reaching spiritual 
change, leading us step by step from tlie soul adrift on the 
waters of life to the state where it is definitely oriented and 
impelled. 

There are two distinct currents discernible in this dramatic 
revelation of progress from spiritual chaos to spiritual order 
— for to order the play must be said to lead, and progress is 
implied in its onward movement, if there be anything at all 
in our growing modern conviction that any vital faith is* 
better than none at all. One of the currents in question re- 
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fers to the means rather than the end, to the road rather than 
the goal. It brings us back to those uncanny soul-adven- 
tures by which Strindberg hiAftelf won his way to the “full, 
rock-firm Certitude” of which the play in its entirety is the 
first tangible expression. The elements entering into this 
current are not ofily yij/^tical, but occult. They are derived 
in part fron\ Swedenborg, and in part from that picturesque 
French dreamer who signs himself “ Sar Peladan ” ; but mostly 
they have sprung out tif Strindberg’s own experiences in 
moments,of abnormal tension. 

What happened, or seemed to happen, to himself at Paris 
in 1895, and what he later described with such bewildering 
exactitude in his “Inferno” and “Legends,” all this is here 
presented in dramatic form, but a little toned down, both to 
suit the needs of the stage and the calmer mood of the authoi. 
Coincidence is law. It is the finger-point of Providence, the 
signal to man that he must beware. Mystery is the gospel: 
the secret knitting of man to man, of fact to fact, deep be- 
neath the surface of visible and audible existence. Few 
writers could take us into such a realm of probable impossi- 
bilities and possible improbabilities without losing all claim 
to serious consideration. If Strindberg has thus ventured to 
our gain and no loss of his own, his success can be explained 
only by the presence in the play of that second, parallel 
current of thought and feeling. 

This deeper current is as simple as the one nearer the sur- 
face is fantastic. It is the manifestation of that “rock-firm 
Certitude” to which I have already referred. And nothing 
will bring us nearer to it than Strindberg’s own confession of 
faith, given fli his “Speeches to the Swedish Nation” two 
years ago. In that pamphlet there is a chapter Jieaded “Re- 
ligion,” in which occurs this passage: “Since 1896 I have 
been calling ii^yself a Christian. I am not a Catholic, and 
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have never been, but during a stay of seven years in Catholic 
countries and among Catholic relatives, I discovered that tlkc 
difference between Catholic aftd Protestant tenets is either 
none at all, or else wholly superficial, and that the^ division 
which once occurred was merely political or else concerned 
with theological problems not fundaifi<;ntally germane to the 
religion itself. A registered Protestant I am and^will remain, 
but I can hanlly be calh'd orthodox or evangelistic, but 
come nearest to being a Swedenboegian. I use my Bible 
Christianity internally and privateh^ to tame my spmewhat 
decivilized nature — dccivilised by that veterinar}^ philosophy 
and canimal science (Darwinism) in which, as student at the 
university, I was reared. And I assure my fellow^-beings 
that they have no right to complain because, according to 
my ability, I practise the Christian teachings. For only 
tlu’ough religion, or the hope of something belter, and the 
recognition of the innermost mefining of life as that of an 
ordeal, a school, or perhaps n penit(‘ntiary, will it be possible 
to bear the burden of life with sufficient resignation.” 

Here, as alse where, it is made patent that Strindberg’s re- 
ligiosity always, on closer analysis, reducc\s itself to morality. 
At br>ttom he is first and last, and has always been, a moral- 
ist -a man passionately craving to know what is and 
to do it. During the middle, naturalistic period of his 
creative career, this fundamental tendency was in part ob- 
s(!ured, and he engaged in the game of intellectual curiosity 
known as “truth for truth’s own sake.'’ One of the chief 
marks of his final and mystical period is his greater courage 
to “be himself” in this respect — and this means necessarily 
a return, or an advance, to a position which thd late William 
James undoubtedly would have acknowledged as “prag- 
matic.” To combat the assertion of over-developed indi- 
vidualism that we are ends in ourselves, that we have cer- 
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tain inalienable personal “rights'* to pleasure and happiness 
merely because we happen to appear here in human shape, 
this is one of Strindberg's m^st ardent aims in all his later 
works. , 

As to the higher and more inclusive object to which our 
lives must be heW subservient, he is not dogmatic. It may 
be another life. He*catts it God. And the code of service 
he finds in t?ie tenets of all the Christian churches, but prin- 
cipally in the Commandments. The plain and primitive 
virtues, the faith that implies little more than square dealing 
between man and man — these figure foremost in Strindberg’s 
ideals. In an age of supreme self-seeking like ours, such an 
outlook would seem to have small chance of popularity, but 
that it embodies just what the time most needs is, perhaps, 
made evident by the reception which the public almost in- 
variably grants “There Are Crimes and Crimes” when it is 
staged. 

Witli all its apparent disregard of what is comiyonly called 
realism, and with its occasional, but quite unblushing, use of 
methods generally held superseded — such as the casual intro- 
duction of characters at whatever moment they happen to be 
needed on the stage — it has, from the start, been among the 
most frequently played and most enthusiastically received 
of Strindberg’s later dramas. At Stockholm it was first 
taken up by the Royal Dramatic Theatre, and was later 
seen on the tiny stage of the Intimate Theatre, then de- 
voted exclusively to Strindberg’s works. It was one of the 
earliest plays staged by Reinhardt while he was still experi- 
menting with his Little Theatre at Berlin, and it has also 
been given in«numerous German cities, as well as in Vienna. 

Concerning my own version of the play I wish to add a 
jp^ord of explanation. Strindberg has laid the scene in Paris. 
Not only the scenery,*but the people and the circumstances 
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are French. Yet he has made no attempt whatever to make 
the dialogue reflect French manners of speaking or ways of 
thinking. As he has given it^to us, the play is French only 
in its most superficial aspect, ip lits setting — and .this setting 
he has chosen simply because he needed a certain machinery 
offered him bv the Catholic, but tuot by the Protestant, 

*e 

churches. The rest of the play is purely human in its note 
and wholly universal in its spirit. For tliis reason I have 
retained the French names and til,les, but have other\^ise 
striven to bring everything as close as possible to our own 
modes of expression. Should appanmt incongruities result 
from this manner of treatment, I think they will disappear 
if only the reader will try to remember that the characters 
of the play move in an existence cunningly woven by the 
author out of scraps of ephemeral reality in order that he 
may show us the mirage of a more enduring one. 



THERE ARE 
CRIMES AND CRIMES 

A COMEDY 


1899 



CHARACTERS 


Maurice, a playiorigkt 
Jeanne, his mistress 

r ' 

Marion, their daughter ^ five years old 

Adolphe, a painter 

Henriettb, his mistress 

Emile, a workman, brother of Jeanne 

Madame Catherine 

The Abb^ 

A Watchman 
A Head Waiter 

A COMMISSAIRE 

Two Detectives 
A Waiter 
A Guard 
A Servant Girl 


Act I, Scene 1. 

2 . 

Act II, Scene 1. 

2 . 

Act III, Scene 1. 

2 . 

Act IV, Scene 1. 

2 . 


The Cemetery 
The CR^iMERiB 
The Auberge Des Adrets 
The Bois De Boulogne 
The CrI^merie 
The Auberge Des Adrets 
The Luxembourg Gardens 
The Cr^Imerie 


All the scenes are laid in Paris 



THERE, ARE 
CRIMES Ato CRIMES 

ACT I 

FIRST SCENE 

• 

The uppeT*avenne of cypresses in the Montparnasse Cemetery 
at Paris, The background shows mortuary chapels, stone 
crosses on which are inscribed “0 Crux! Avc Spes Unica!'* 
and the rviic} of a iviruKmill covered with ivy. 

A well-dressed woman in icidoies iceeds is kneeling and mutter- 
ing prayers in front of a grave decorated with flowers, 
Jeanne is walking back and forth as if expecting somebody. 
Marion is playing n^ith sonw withered flowers picked from a 
rubbish heap on ilw ground. 

The Abre is reading his breviary while walking along the 
further end of the avenue. 

Watchman, [Enters and goes up to Jeanne] Look here, 

m 

this is no playground. 

Jeanne. [Submissively] I am only wailing for somc'hody 
who’ll sotm be here 

Watchman. All right, but you're not allowed to pick any 
flowers. 

Jeanne. [To Marion] Drop the flowers, dear. 

Abbe. [Comes forward and is saluted by the Watchman] 
Can’t the chiht play with the flowers that have been thrown 
away? 

Watchman. The regulations don’t permit anybody to 
touch even the powers that have been thrown away, because 
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it's believed they may spread infection — which I don’t know 
if it’s true. 

Aube. [To Marion] In ^ihat case we have to obey, of 
course. What’s your nanie,%my little girl? 

Marion. My name is Marion. 

Abbe. And who is your father?^ 

Marion begins to bite one* of her fingers and does not 
answer, 

Abbe. Pardon my question, imwlame. I had no intention 
— I was just talking to keep the little one quiet. . 

The Watchman has gone out. 

Jeanne. I understood it, Reveniud Father, and I wish 
you would say something to <(uiet me also. I feel very much 
disturbed after having wailed here two hours. 

Abbe. Two hours — for him! How these human beings 
torture each other! O Crux! Ave spes uniea! 

Jeanne. Wliat do they mean, those words you read all 
around here? 

Abbe. They mean: O cross, our onlj^ hope! 

Jeanne. Is it the only one? 

Abb^. The only certain one. 

Jeanne. I shall soon believe that you are right, Father. 

Abb/. May I ask why? 

Jeanne. You have already guessed it. When he lets the 
woman and the child wait two hours in a cemetery, then the 
end is not far off. 

Abbe. And when he has left you, what then? • 

Jeanne. Then we have to go into the river. 

Abbe. Oh, no, no! 

Jeanne. Yes, yes! 

Marion. Mamma, I want to go home, for I am hungry. 

Jeanne. Just a little longer, dear, and w’e’ll go home. 

Abb/:. Woe unto those who call evil good g^nd good evil. 
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Jeanne. What is that woman doing at the grave over 
there? 

Abbe. She seems to be talkinr to the dead. 

Jeanne. But you cannot do niat? 

AsBfe. She seems to know how. 

Jeanne. This weuld m»an that the end of life is not the 

• «( 

end of our misery? • 

Abbe. And you don’t know it? 

Jeanne. Where can I fi|id out? 

Abbe. Hm! The next time you feel as if you wanted to 
learn about this well-known matter, you can look me up in 
Our Lady’s Chapel at the ChureK of St. Germain — Here 
comes the one yon are waiting for, I guess. 

Jeanne. [Emharrassed] No, he is not the one, but I know 
him. 

Abbe. [To Marion] Good-bye, little Marion! May God 
take care of you! [Kisses ike child and goes ovt] At St. Ger- 
, main des Pres. 

Emile. [Enters] Good morning, sister. What arc you 
doing here? 

Jeanne, I am waiting for Maurice. 

Emile. Then I guess you'll have a lot of waiting to do, for 
I saw him on the boulevard an hour ago, taking breakfast 
with some friends. [Kissing the child] Good morning, Marion, 

Jeanne. Ladies also? 

Emile. Of course. But that doesn’t mean anything. He 
^ writes plays, and his latest one has its first performance 
to-night. I suppose he had with him some of the actresses. 

JeaiTne. Did he recognise you? 

Emile. No, 4ie doesn’t know who I am, and it is just as 
well. I know my place as a workman, and I don’t care for 
z.ny condescension from those that are above me. 

Jeanne. But if he leaves us without anything to live on? 
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Emile. Well, you see, when it gels that far, then I suppose 
I shall have to introduce myself. Eut you don't expect any- 
thing of the kind, do you -^eeing that he is fond of you and 
very much attached to the cliiTd? • 

Jeanne. I don’t know, but 1 hav^c a feeling that something 
dreadful is in store for me. 

Emile. Has he promisi'd to ma1*ry you? 

Jeanne. No, not promised exactly, but he has h(dd out 
ho])es. 

Emile. Hopes, yes! Do you remember my \\;ords at tlie 
start: don't hoj)e for anything, for those above us don't 
marry downward. 

Jeanne. But such things have hap{)ened. 

Emile. Yes, they have happened. But would you f(M'l at 
home in his world? I can’t believe it, for you wouldn’t ev^eii 
understand wliat they wore talking of. Now and then I take 
my meals where he is eating — out in ilu‘ kitclu'ii is my place, 
of course — rand I don’t make out a word of what they say, 

Jeanne. So you take your meals at that plac(‘? 

Emile. Ws, in the kitchen. 

Jeanne. And think of it, he has never asked me to come 
with him. 

Emile. Well, that's rather to his creclit, and it shows he 
has some respect for the mother of his child. Tlie women 
over there are a queer lot. 

Jeanne. Is that so? 

Emile. But Maurice never pays any attention to the, 
women. There is something square about that fellow. 

Jeanne. That’s what I feel about him, too, but as*soon as 
there is a woman in it, a man isn’t himself *any longer. 

Emile. [Smiling] You don’t tell me! But listen: are you 
hard up for money? 

Jeanne. No, nothing of that kind.* 
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Emile. Well, then the worst hasn’t come yet — Look! 
Over there! The‘re he conies. And I’ll leave you. Good-bye, 
little girl. • 

Jp]ANNE. I*; he coming.^ \esf mat’s him. 

Emile. Don't make him mad now — with your jealousy, 
J<»anne! [Goes out, 

Jp:anne. N<), I won’t 
Maurice enters. 

Marion. [Runs iq) to Jyni and !s lifted np into his arms] 
Papa, papa! 

Maurice. My little girl! [(7m7.s* Jpunne] Canyon forgive 
me, Jeanne, that I have kept you waiting so long? 

Jeannpl Of course I can. 

Maurice. But say it in such a way tliat I can hear tliat 
you are forgiving me. 

Ji:anne. Come Iiere and let me whispi'r it to you. 
Macrk’e (joes up close to her. 

Jeannp: kisses him on the cheek. 

Maurice. I didn’t hear. 

Jeanne kisses him on the mouth. 

Mauricpl Now I lieard ! Well — you know, I suppose that 
this is the day that will settle my fate? My play is on for 
to-night, ami there "is every chance that it will succeed — or 
fail. 

Jp:anne. I’ll make sure of success by praying for you. 

Maurk:e. Thank you. If it doesn’t help, it can at least 
do no harm — Look over there, down there in the valley, 
where the haze is thickest: there lies Paris. To-day Paris 
doesn’f know wlio Maurice is, but it is going to know within 
twenty-four luAirs. The haze, which has kept me obscured 
for thirty years, will vanish before my breath, and I shall 
become visible, I shall assume definite shape and begin to be 
somebody. My enemies — which means all who would like 
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to do wliat I have done — will be writhing in pains that shall 
be my pleasures, for they will be suffering all that I have 
suffered. 

Jeanne. Don’t talk that way, don't! 

Maurice. But that’s the way it is. 

Jeanne. Yes, but don’t speak o^ it— And then? 

Maurk'E. Then we are on firm 'ground, anc^ then you and 
Marion will bear the name I have made famous. 

Jeanne. You love me then? 

Maurice. I love both of you, equally much, pr perhaps 
Marion a little more. 

Jeanne. I am glad of it, for you can grow tired of me, but 
not of her. 

Maurice. Have you no confidence in my feelings toward 
you? 

Jeanne. I don't know, but I am afraid of something, 
afraid of something terrible 

Maurice. You are tired out and depressed by your long 
wait, which once more I ask you to forgive. What have you 
to be afraid of? 

Jeanne. The unexpected: that which you may foresee 
without having any particular reason to do so. 

Maurice. But I foresee only success, and I have particular 
reasons for doing so: the keen instincts of the management 
and their knowledge of the public, not to speak of their per- 
sonal acquaintance with the critics. So now you must be 
in good spirits 

Jeanne. I can’t, I can’t! Do you know, there was an 
Abbe here a while ago, who talked so beautifully to us. My 
faith — which you haven’t destroyed, but ju^t covered up, 
as when you put chalk on a window to clean it — I couldn’t 
lay hold on it for that reason, but this old man just passed 
his hand over the chalk, and the lighl came^through, and it 
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was possible again to see tliat the people within were at 
home — To-night I will pray for you at St. Germain. 

Maurice. Now I am getting scared. 

Jeanne. If car of God is the \ egiiming of wisdom. 

Maurice. God? What is that? Who is he? 

Jeanne. It w^as he who gave joy to your youth and strength 
to your manhood. And It is he who will carry us through 
the terrors that lie ahead of us. 

Maurice. What is lying ahead of us? What do you 
know? Where have you learned of this? This thing that I 
don’t know? 

Jeanne. I can’t tell. I have dreamt nothing, seen 
nothing, heard nothing. But during these two dreadful 
hours I have experienced such an infinity of pain that I am 
ready for the worst. 

Marion. Now I want to go home, mamma, for I am 
hungry. 

Maurice. Yes, you’ll go home now, my little darling. 

[Takes her into his arms, 

Marion. [Shrinking] Oh, you hurt me, papa! 

Jeanne. Yes, we must get home for dinner. Good-bye 
then, Maurice. And good luck to you! 

Maurice. [To Marion] How did I hurt you? Doesn’t 
my little girl know tliat I always w^ant to be nice to her? 

Marion. If you are nice, you’ll come home with us. 

Maurice. [To Jeanne] W^hen I hear the child talk like 
that, you know, I feel as if I ought to do what she says. But 
then reason and duty protest — Good-bye, my dear little 
girl! [He kisses the child, who puts her arms around his neck, 

Jeanne. When do we meet again? 

Maurice. We’ll meet to-morrow, dear. And then we’ll 
never part again. 

Jeanne. [Embraces "him] Never, never to part again! 
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makes the sign of the cross on his forehead] May God protect 
you ! 

Maukice. [Moved against di 'is own ivill] My dear, beloved 
Jeanne! 

Jeanne and Maiiton go toieard the right; Maukice 
towa rd the left . Both t u r}\ a ro n nd si rn u Ita n eo its! y and 
throw kisses at each other, t 

Mauktc’E. [(^ornes back] Jeanne, I am ashamed of myself. 
I am always forge'ttin^ you, and y^ou are the last one to re- 
mind me of it. Here are the tickets for to-night. ^ 

Jeanne. Thank you, dear, ))ut — you liave to lake up your 
post of duty alone, and so I have to take up mine — with 
Marion. 

Mauuk^e. Your wisdom is as great as the goodmvss of 
your heart. Yes, I am sure no other woman would liave 
sacrifujed a pleasure to serve her husband — I must liave 
my hands free to-niglil, and llu're is no plact' for women and 
children on Jhe batlle-field — and this yoii understood! 

Jeanne. Don’t tliink too highly of a poor woman like my- 
self, and then yoiiW have no illusions to lose. And now youdf 
see that I can be as forgetful as you — I hav(* bought you a 
tie nnd a pair of gloves which I thought you might wear for 
my sake on your day of honour. * 

Maukice. [Kissing her hand] Thank you, dear. 

Jeanne. And then, Maurice, don’t forget to have your 
hair fixed, as you do all the time. I want you to l)e good- 
looking, so that others will like you too, 

Maurice. There is no jealousy in you! 

Jeanne. Don t mention that word, for evil tho^lghts 
spring from it. 

Mac RICE. Just now I feel as if I could give up this even- 
ing’s victory — for I am going to win 

Jeanne. Hush, hush! 
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Mauuice. And go home with you instead. 

Jeanne. But you mustn’t do that! Go now: your destiny 
is waiting for you. 

Maurice. Good-bye then! ind may that happen which 
must happen! [Goes out, 

Jeanne. [Alone urith Marion] O Crux! Ave spes unica! 

Curtain. 


SECOND SCENE 

TJic Cremerie. On the right stands a buffet^ on which are placed 
an aquarium loith goldfish and dishes containing vege- 
tables ^ fruit, preserves, etc. In the background is a door 
leading to the kitchen, wJiere loorkmen are tal ing their 
meals. At the other end of the kitchen can be seen a door 
leading out to a garden. On the left, in the background, 
stands a counter on a raised platform, and hack of it are 
shelves containing all sorts of bottles. On the right, a long 
table with a marble top is placed along the wall, and another 
table is placed jyarallel to the first further out on the floor. 
Straw-bottomed chairs stand around the tables. The walls 
are covered until oil-paintings. 

Mme. Catherine is sitting at the counter. 

Maurice stands leaning against it. He has his hat on and is 
smoking a cigarette. 

Mme. Catherine. So it’s to-night the great event comes 
off, Monsieur Maurice? 

Maurice. Yes, to-night. 

Mme. Catherine. Do you feel upset? 

Maurice. Cool as a cucumber. 

Mme. Catherine. Well, I wish you luck anyhow, and you 
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have deserved it. Monsieur Maurice, after having had to 
fight against such difficulties as yours. 

Maurice. Thank you, Madame Catherine. You have 
been very kind to me, and wVhout your help I sJiould proba- 
bly have been down and out by this time. 

Mme. Catherine. Don’t let us^talk of that now. I help 
along where I see hard work and ttie right kind of will, but I 
flon’t want to be exploited — Can we trust you to come 
back here aft(T the play and let us«drink a glass with ydu? 

Maurice. Yes, you can — of course, you can, .as I have 
already promised you. 

Henriette enters from the right, 

Maurice turns around^ raises his hat, and stares at 
Henriette, who looks him over carefully. 

Henriette. Monsieur Adolphe is not here yet? 

Mme. Catherine. No, madame. But he’ll soon be liere 
now. Won’t you sit down? 

Henriette. No, tliank you. I’ll rather wait for him out- 
side. [Goes out. 

Maurice. Who — was — that? 

Mme. Catherine. Why, that’s Monsieur Adolphe’s friend. 

Maurice. Was — that — her? 

Mme. Catherine. Have you never seen her before'? 

Maurice. No, lie has been liidiiig her from me, just as if 
he was afraid I might take her away from him. 

Mme. Catherine. Ha-ha! — Well, how did you think slie 
looked? 

Maurice. How she looked? Let me see: I can’t tell — 
I didn’t sec her, for it was as if she had rushed straigfit into 
my arras at once and come so close to me fhat I couldn’t 
make out her features at all. And she left her imiiression 
on the air behind her. I can still see her standing there. 
[//. goes toward the door and makes a gesture ^s if 'putting his 
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arm around somebody] Whew! [He makes a gesture as if he had 
pricked his finger] There are pins in her waist. She is of the 
kind that stings! * 

t * 

Mme. Catherine. Oh, yoi5 are crazy, you with your 
ladies ! 

Maurice. Yes, it’s craziness, that’s what it is. But do 
you know, Madame Catherine, I am going before she comes 
back, or else, or else — Oh, that woman is horrible! 

Mme. Catherine. Are you afraid.^ 

Maurice. Yes, I am afraid for myself, and also for some 
others. 

Mme. Catherine. Well, go then. 

Maurice. She seemed to suck herself out through the 
door, and in her wake rose a little whirlwind that dragged me 
along — Yes, you may laugh, but can't you see that the 
palm over there on the buffet is still shaking.^ She’s the 
very devil of a woman ! 

Mme. Catherine. Oh, get out of here, man, before you 
lose all your reason, 

Maurice. I want to go, but I cannot — Do you believe 
in fate, Madame Catherine.? 

Mme. Catherine. No, I believe in a good God, who pro- 
tects us against evil powers if we ask Him in the right way. 

Maurice. So there arc evil powers after all! I think I 
can hear them in the hallway now. 

Mme. Catherine. Yes, her clothes rustle as when the 
clerk tears off a piece of linen for you. Get away now — 
tfirough the kitchen. 

Maurice rushes toward the kitchen door^ where he humps 
into Emile. 

Emile. I beg your pardon. [lie retires the way he came, 

Adolphe. [Comes in first; after him Henriette] Why, 
there’s Maurice* How are you? Let me introduce this lady 
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liere to niy oldest and best friend. Mademoiselle Ilenriette — 
Monsieur Mauri(‘e. 

Maijuic’E. [Saluting stifflg] ^Pleased to meet you, 

IIeniuette. We have seen each other before. ► 

Adolphe. Is that so? When, if I may ask? 

Maurfce. a moment ago. Right here. 

Adolphe. 0-oh! — Rut now you must stay and have a 
chat ^vith us. 

Maurice. [Aftrr a glance at Mhe. Catherine] If I 'only 
had time. 

Adolphe. 'J'ake the time. And we won't be sitting here 
very long. 

Henriette. I won't interrupt, if you have to talk business. 

Maurice. The only business we liave is so bad that we 
don't want to talk of it. 

Henriette. I'lieii wc'Il talk of something else, [fairs the 
hat awag from IMaurice and hangs it up] Now be nice, and 
let me become ac(|iuiint(*d with the great author. 

Mme. Catherine signals to Maurice, who doesnt no- 
tice her, 

Adolphe. That’s right, Ilenrieth*, you take charge of him. 

[They seat themselves at one of the tables, 

Henufette. [To Maurice] You certainly have a good 
fritaid in Adolphe, Monsieur Maurice. lie never talks of 
anything but you, and in such a way that I feel myself 
rather thrown in the background. 

Adolphe. You don’t say so! Well, Henriette on her side 
never leaves me in peace about you, Maurice. She has read 
your works, and she is always wanting to know where you 
got this and where that. She has been questiohing me about 
your looks, your age, your tastes. I have, in a word, had 
you for breakfast, dinner, and supper. It has almost seemed 
as if the three of us were living together. 
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Maurice. [ToHenriette] Heavens, why didn’t you (M>nie 
over here and have a look at this wonder of wonder^*? Then 
your curiosity could have been .Satisfied in a trice. 

IIenriette. Adolphe didn t want it. 

Adolphe looks embarrassed. 

IIenriette. Not that lie was jealous 

Maurice. And why shbuld he be, when he knows tliat 
iny feelings are tied up elsewhere? 

IIenriette. Perhaps he didn’t trust the stability of your 
feelings. 

Maurice. I can't understand that, seeing that I am no- 
torious for my constancy. 

Adolphe. Well, it wasn’t that 

IIenriette. [Interrupting him] Perhaps that is because 
you have not faced the fiery ordt'al 

Adolphe. Oh, you don’t know 

Henhiette. [Interrupting] — for the world has not yet, be- 
held a faithful man. 

Maurice. Then it’s going to behohl one. 

Henriette. Where? 

Maurice. Here. 

Henriette laughs. 

Adolphe. Well, that’s going it 

Henriette. [Interrupt mg him and directing herself con- 
tin iiouslg to Maurice] Do you think I ever trust my dear 
Adolphe more than a month at a time? 

Maurice. I have no right to question your lack of con- 
fidence, but I can guarantee that Adolphe is faithful. 

Hej?riette. You don’t need to do so — my tongue is just 
running awa3^ with me, ami I have to take back a lot — not 
only for fear of feeling less generous than you, but because it 
is the truth. It is a bad habit I have of only seeing the ugly 
side of things, and I keep it up although I know better. But 
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if I had a chance to be with you two for some time, then your 
company would make me good once more. Pardon me, 
Adolphe! [iS’Afc puts her hand against his cheek, 

Adolphe. You are alwaysVvrong in your talk* and right in 
your actions. What you really think — that I don’t know. 

Henriette. Who does know that^kind ‘of thing? 

Maurice. Well, if we had to 'answer for .our thoughts, 
who could then clear himself? 

Henriette. Do you also have cinl thoughts? 

Maurice. Certainly; just as I commit the wo^’st kind of 
cruelties in my dreams. 

Henriette. Oh, when you are dreaming, of course — 
Just think of it — No, I am ashamed of telling 

Maurice. Go on, go on! 

Henrip:tte. Last night I dreamt that I was coolly dissect- 
ing the muscles on Adolphe’s breast — ^you see, I am a sculptor 
— and he, with his usual kindness, made no resistance, but 
helped me instead with the worst places, as he knows more 
anatomy than I. 

Maurice. Was he dead? 

Henriette. No, he was living. 

Maurice. But that’s horrible! And didn’t it make you 
suffer? 

Henriette. Not at all, and that astonished me most, for 
I am rather sensitive to other people’s sufferings. Isn’t that 
so, Adolphe? 

Adolphe. That’s right. Rather abnormally so, in fact, 
and not the least when animals are concerned. 

Maurice. And I, on the other hand, am rather callous 
toward the sufferings both of myself and others. 

Adolphe. Now he is not telling the truth about himself. 
Or what do you say, Madame Catherine? 

Mme. Catherine. I don’t know anybody with a softer 
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licart than Monsieur Maurice. He came near calling in the 
police because I didn’t give the goldfish fresh water- those 
over there on the buffet. Just Jbok at them: it is as if they 
could hear what I am saying.® 

Maurice. Yes, here we are making ourselves out as white 
as angels, and yet ^e are, taking it all in all, capable of any ' 
kind of polite atrocity the Inomen t glor3% gold, or women arc 
concerned — So you are a sculi)tor. Mademoiselle Henriette? 

Henriette. a bit of one. Enough to do a bust. And to 
<lo one of ypu — which has long been my cherished dream — I 
hold myself quite capable. 

Maurice. Go ahead! That dream at least need not be 
long ill coming true. 

Henriette. But I don't want to fix your features in my 
mind until this evening’s success is over. Not until then 
will you have become what you should be. 

Maurice. How sui;ie you are of victory ! 

Henriette. Yes, it is written on your face that you are 
going to win this battle, and I think you must feel that 
yourself. 

Maurice. Why do you think so? 

Henriette. Because I can feel it. This morning I was 
ill, you know, and now I am well. 

Adolphe begins to look depressed. 

Maurice. [Embarrassed] Listen, I have a single ticket left 
— only one. I place it at your disposal, Adolphe. 

Adolphe. Thank you, but I surrender it to Henriette. 

Henriette. But that wouldn’t do.^ 

Adolphe. Why not? And I never go to the theatre any- 
how, as I cannot stand the heat. 

Henriette. But you will come and take us home at least 
after the show is over. 
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Adolphe. If you insist on it. Otherwise Maurice has to 
come back hero, where we shall all be waiting for him. 

Maurice. You can just well take the trouble of nu'ct- 

^ m 

ing us. In fact, I ask, I beg you to do so—* And if you 
don't want to wait outside the theatre, you can meet us at 
the Auberge des Adrets — Thatfs settle?! then, isn't it.^ 

Adolphe. Wait a little. Yofl have a ^yay of settling 
things to suit yourself, before other people have a chance to 
consider them. 

Maurice. What is there to consider — whethej you are to 
sec your lady liome or not? 

Adolphe. You never know wdiat may be involved in a 
simple act like that, but I have a sort of premonition. 

Henriette. Hnsli, hush, hush! Don’t talk of spooks 
while tlie sun is sliining. Let him come or not, as it [)leascs 
him. We can always find our way back liere. 

Adolphe. [Rismg] Well, now I have to leave you — model, 
you know\‘ Good-bye, both of you. And good hick to you,. 
Maurice. To-morrow you will be out on the right side. 
Good-bye, Henriette. 

Henriette. Do you really have to go? 

Adolphe. I must. 

Maurice. Good-bye then. We’ll meet later. 

Adoi^phe goes out, saluting Mme. Catherine in passing, 

Henriette. Think of it, that we should meet at last! 

Maurice. Do you find anything remarkable in tliat? 

Henriette. It looks as if it had to happen, for Adolphe 
has done his best to prevent it. 

Maurice. Has he? 

Henriette. Oh, you must have noticed it*. 

Maurice. I have noticed it, but why should you mention 
it? 

Henriette, I had to. 
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Mauhk^e. No, and I don't have to tell you that I wanU'd 
to run away Ihrough tlui kitchen in order to avoid meeting 
you and was stopped by a guest ^vho closed the door in front 
of me. , 

IIenriette. Why do you tell me about it now? 

Maurice. I don't knowui 

• • 

Mme. Catherine vfscis a mnnher of glmses and hotfles. 

Mauric:e. That's all right, Madame Catherine. There’s 
nothing to be afraid of. 

IIenriette. Was that meant as a signal or a warning? 

Mauric e. Probably both. 

IIenriette. Do they take me for a locomotive that has to 
have flagmen ahead of it? 

Maurice. And switchmcai! The danger is always great- 
est at the switches. 

IIenriette. How nasty you can be! 

Mme. (Lxtiierine. Monsieur Maurice isiiT nasty at all. 
So far nobody has been kinder than he to those that love 
him and trust in him. 

Maurice. Sh, sh, sh! 

IIenriette. [To Maurice] The old lady is rather imperti- 
nent. 

Maurice. We can walk over to tlu' boulevard, if you care 
to do so. 

IIenuiette. With pleasure. This is not the place for me. 
I can just feel their hatred clawing at me. [Goes out, 

Maurice. [Starts after her] Good-bye,. Madanu' Catherim*. 

Mme. Catherine. A moment! May I speak a word to 
you. Monsieur Maurice? 

Maurice. imunUingly] What is it? 

Mme. Catherine. Don’t do it! Don't do it! 

Maurice. What? 

Mme. Catherine. Dbn’t do it! 
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Maurice. Don’t be seared. This lady is not my kind, 
but she interests me. Or hardly that even. 

Mme. Catherine. Don' I trust yourself! 

Maurice. Yes, I do trust ftiyself. Good-bye. [Goes out 

Curtain* 
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FIBBt SCENE 

The Auherge des Adrets: a cafe in sixteenth century style^ with 
a Suggestion of stage e^jfect. Tables and easy-chairs are 
scattered^ in corners and nooks. The walls are decorated 
vdth armour and weapons. Along the ledge of the wains- 
coting stand glasses and gugs. 

Maurice and Henriette are in evening dress and sit facing 
each other at a table on which stands a bottle of champagne 
and three filled glasses. The third glass is placed at that 
side of the table which is nearest the background^ a7id there 
an easy-chair is kept ready for the still missing ^Hhird man.^* 

Maurice. [Puts his watch in front of himself on the table] 
If he doesn’t get here within the next five minutes, he isn’t 
coming at all. And suppose in the meantime we drink with 
his ghost. [Touches the third glass with the rim of his own. 

Henriette. [Domg the same] Here’s to you, Adolphe! 

Maurice. He won’t come. 

HenriEtte. He will come. 

Maurice. He won’t. 

Henriette. He will. 

Maurice. What an evening! What a wonderful day! I 
can hardly grasp that a new life has begun. Think only: 
the manager believes that I may count on no less than one 
hundred thousand francs. I’ll spend twenty thousand on a 
villa outside the city. That leaves me eighty thousand. I 
won’t be able to t^ke it all in until to-morrow, for I am tired. 
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tired, tired. [Sinks back into the chair] Have you (?ver felt 
really happy? 

IIenriette. Never. IIow docs it fec'l? 

Mauiuce. I don’t quite know how to put it^ I cannot ex- 
press it, but I seem chiefly to be thinking of the chagrin of 
iny enemies. It isn’t nice, but tluit’s the way it is. 

IIenriette. Is it happiiu'ss to be thinkijig of one’s ene- 
mies? 

Maurice. Why, the victor has to (*ount his killed and 
wounded enemies in ordcT to gauge tlu' exti'iit of his victory. 

IIenriette. Arc you as bloodthirsty as all that? 

Maurice. Perhaps not. But when you have felt I lie pr(\s- 
sure of otlicr jicople’s lieels on your (*hcst for years, it must be 
jileasant to shake off the enemy and draw a full breath at 
last. 

IIenriette. Don’t you find it strangi' I hat you an' sitting 
liere, alone with me, an insignificant girl practically unknown 
to you — and on an evening like this, when you ought to have 
a craving to show yourself like a triumphant hero to all the 
people, on the boulevards, in the big restaurants? 

Maurice. Of course, it’s rather funny, but it h'cls good to 
be here, and your company is all I care for. 

Hbnriette. You don’t look very hilarious. 

Maurice. No, I feel ratlier sad, and I should like to w(*ep 
a little. 

IIenriette. What is the meaning of that? 

Maurice. It is fortune conscious of ils own nothingness 
and waiting for misfortune to appear. 

IIenriette. Oh my, how sad ! What is it you are missing 
anyhow? ' 

Maurice. I miss the only thing that gives value to life. 

IIenriette. So you love her no longi*r tlien? 

Maurice. Not in the way I understand love. Do you 
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think she lias read my piny, or that slie wants to see it? Oh, 
slie is so good, so self-saerifieing and eonsid(*rate, [)nt to go 
out with me for a night’s fun sfie would regard as sinful. 
Once I treated her to champagne, you know, and instead of 
fe(‘ling liappy over it, she picked up tlie wine list to see what 

it cost. And when Mie read the price, she wept — wept be- 

• • 

eaus(i Marion was in lu'ed erf new stockings. It is beautiful, 
of course: it is touching, if you please. But I can get no 
pleasu^ out of it. And I do want a little pleasure before 
life runs out. So far I have had nothing but privation, but 
now, now- — life is beginning for me. [The clock strikes twelvc\ 
Now begins a new day, a new era! 

Henuiette. Adolplie is not coming. 

Maurice. No, now he won’t come. And now it is too 
late to go ba(‘k to the Cremerie. 

IIexrtette. But they are waiting for you. 

Maurk'E. Let tliein,wail. Tliey have made me promise 
to come, and I take back my promise. Are you longing to 
go tlUTC? 

Henuiette. On the contrary! 

Maurice. Will you keep me company then? 

Henuiette. With pleasure, if you care to have me. 

Maurice. Otherwise I shouldn't be asking you. It is 
strange, you know, that the victor's wreath seems worthless 
if you can't place? it at the feet of .some woman — that every- 
thing se(‘rns worthless when you have not a woman. 

Henuiette. You don’t need to be without a woman — you? 

Maurice. Well, that’s the cpiestion. 

Henuiette. Don’t you know that a man is irresistible i:i 
his hour of success and fame? 

Maurice. No, I don’t know, for I have had no experience 
of it. 
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Henriette. You are a queer sort! At this moment, when 
you are the most envied man in Paris, you sit here and brood. 
Perhaps your conscience i:^ troubling you because you have 
neglected that invitation to drink chicory coffee with the 
old lady over at the milk shop? 

Maurice. Yes, my conscience is trbubling me on that 
score, and even here I am awafe of their resentment, their 
hurt feelings, their well-grounded anger. My comrades in 
distress had the right to demand my presence this evening. 
The good Madame Catherine had a privileged claim on 
my success, from which a glimmer of hope was to spread over 
the poor fellows who have not yet succeeded. And I Iiavc 
robbed them of their faith in me. I can hear the vows they 
have been making: ‘‘Maurice will come, for he is a good 
fellow; he doesn’t despise us, and he never fails to keep his 
word.” Now I have made them forswear themselves. 

While he is still speaking^ somebody in the next room has 
begun to 'play the finale of Beethoven*s Sonata m 
D-minor (Op. 31, No. 2). The allegretto is first 
played piano, then more forte, and at last passionately, 
violently, 'with complete abandon » 

Maurice. Who can be playing at this time of the night? 
Henriet'ie. Probably some nightbirds of the same kind 
as we. But listen! Your presentation of the case is not 
correct. Remember that Adolphe promised to meet us here. 
We waited for him, and he failed to keep his promise. So 

that you are not to blame 

Maurice. You think so? While you are speaking, I be- 
lieve you, but when you stop, my conscience begins again. 
What have you in that package? 

Henriette. Oh, it is only a laurel wreath that I meant to 
send up to the stage, but I had no chance to dp so. Let me 
give it to you now — it is said to have^a cooling effect on burn- 
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ing foreheads. [She rises and crowns him, with the wreath; then 
she kisses him on the forehead] Hail to the victor! 

Maurice. Don’t! * 

Henriette% [Kneeling] Hail* to the King! 

Maurice. [Rising] No, now you scare me. 

Henriette. You 'timid man! You of little faith who are 
afraid of fortui\e even! Who robbed you of your self-assur- 
ance and turned you into a dwarf.^^ 

Maurice. A dwarf? Yes, you are right. I am not work- 
ing up in thp clouds, like a gifint, with crashing and roaring, 
but I forge my weapons deep down in the sih'iit heart of the 
mountain. You think that my modesty shrinks before the 
victor’s wreath. On the contrary, I despise it: it is not 
enough for me. You think I am afraid of that ghost with 
its jealous green eyes which sits over there and kec^ps watch 
oil my feelings — the strength of which you don’t suspect. 
Away, ghost! [lie brushes the third, untouched glass off the 
.table] Away with, you, you supiTlliious third person — you 
absent one who has lost your rights, if you ever liad any. 
You stayed away from the field of battle because? you knew 
yourself already beaten. As I crush this glass under my foot, 
so I will crush the image of yours<*lf which you liave reared 
in a tcrnide no longer yours. 

Henriette. Good! That’s the way! Well spoken, my 
hero! 

Maurice. Now I have sacrificed my best friend, my most 
faithful lielper, on your altar, Astarte! Are you satisfied? 

Henriette. Astarte is a pretty name, and I’ll keep it — 
I think you love me, Maurice. 

Maurice. Of" course I do — Woman of evil omen, you 
wlio stir up man’s courage with your scent of blood, whence 
do you come and where do you lead me? I loved you before 
I saw you, for I frembled when I heard them speak of you. 
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And when I saw yon in the doorway, yonr soul poured itself 
into mine. And when you left, I eould still feel 3 ^our [)res('iice 
in my arms. I waulec) to flee from you, hut something held 
me back, and this evening we* have been drivon together as 
the prey is driven into the hunter’s net. Whose is the fault? 

Your friend’s, who pandered for us! 

• ♦ 

IIenktette. Fault or no fault? what does it matter, and 
what does it mean? — Adolphe lias been at fault in not 
bringing us together before. lie is guilty of having f^tolen 
from us two weeks of bliss, to which he had no right liimself. 
I am jealous of him on your behalf. I hate him because 
he has chcat<‘d you out of your mistress. 1 should like' to 
blot him from the host of tlu' living, and his mt'inory with 
him— wipe him out of the past even, make him unmade, 
unborn ! 

Mauuic’E. Well, we’ll bury him beneath our own memories. 
We’ll cover him with leaves and branches far out in the wild 
wwds, and then we’ll pile stone on top of the mounel so that 
he will newer leiok up again. [Raising his glass] Our fate is 
sealeel. Woe untei us! What will come next? 

Henuiette. Newt comes the new era — What have yeiu 
in that i)ae*kage? 

Maukic’i:. I cannot remember. 

Henuiette. [Opens the package and fakes out a lie and a 
pair of gloves] That tie is a fright! It must have e'eist at 
least fifty centime's. 

Maurice. [Snatching the things airay from her] Dejii’t you 
touch them ! 

Henuiette. They are from her? 

Maurice. Yes, they are. 

Henuiette. Give them tei me. 

Maurice. No, she’s better than wc, better than every- 
beidy else. 
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Henriette. I don't })elicv(j it. Slic is simply stupid(T and 
stingier. One wlio weeps because you order e]iaiTi{)ugne 

Maurice. When the child was without sloekiiigs. Yes, 
she is a good , woman. 

Henriette. Philistine! You’ll never be an artist. But I 
am an artist, and I’d make a bust of you with a shopkeeper's 
cap instead of the laurel \rreath — Her name is Jeanne.^ 

Maurice. How do you know'? 

Henriette. Wliy, that’s the name of all housek(H*pcrs. 

Maurice, Henriette! 

Henriette takes the tie and the gloves and throws them 
into the fireplace. 

Maurice. [Weakly] Astarte, now you (hnnand the sacri- 
fice of women. You shall have them, but if you ask for 
innocent children, too, then I’ll send you packing. 

Henriette. Can you tell me what it is that l)inds you to 
me? ^ 

, Maurice. If I only knew, I should be able to tear myself 
away. But I believe it must be those qualilies which you 
liave and I lack. I believe that the evil wdlhin you draws 
me wdth the irresistible lure of novelty. 

Henriette. Have you ever committed a crime? 

Maurice. No real one. Have you? 

Henriette. Yes. 

Maurk’E. Well, how did you find it? 

Henriette. It was greater than to perform a good deed, 
for by that we are placed on equality with others; it was 
greater tlian to perform some act of heroism, for by that w^e 
are raised above others and rewarded. That crime placc'd 
me outside and beyond life, society, and my fellow-beings. 
Since then I am living only a partial life, a sort of dream life, 
and that’s why reality never gets a hold on me. 

Maurice. What was It you did? 
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Henriette. I won’t tell, for then you would get scared 
again. 

Maurice, Can you never be found out? 

Henriette. Never. But tfiat does not prevent me from 
seeing, frequently, the five stones at the Place de Roquette, 
where the scaffold used to stand; and for this reason I never 
dare to open a pack of cards, as ^ always turn up the five- 
spot of diamonds. 

Maurice. Was it that kind of a crime? 

Henriette. Yes, it was that kind. 

Maurice. Of course, it’s horrible, but it is interest ing. 
Have you no conscience? 

Henriette. None, but I should be grateful if you would 
talk of something else. 

Maitrice. Suppose we talk of — love? 

Henriette. Of that you don’t talk until it is over. 

Maurice. Have you been in love witli Adolphe? 

Henriette. I don’t know. The goodness of liis nature 
drew me like some beautiful, all but vanished memory of 
childhood. Yet there was much about his person that of- 
fended my eye, so that I had to spend a long time retouching, 
altering, adding, subtracting, before I could make a present- 
able figure of him. When he talked, I could notice that he 
had learned from you, and the lesson was often badly digestinl 
and awkwardly applied. You can imagine then how miser- 
able the copy must appear now, when I am permitted to 
study the original. That’s why he was afraid of having us 
two meet; and when it did happen, he understood at once 
that his time was up. 

Maurice. Poor Adolphe! 

Henriette. I feel sorry for him, too, as I know he must 
be suffering beyond all bounds 

Maurice. Sh! Somebody is coming. ^ 
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Henriette. I wonder if it could be he? 

Maurice. That would be unbearable. 

Henriette. No, it isn’t he, but if it had been, how do you 
think the situation would have shaped itself? 

Maurice. At first he would have been a little sore at you 
because he had made a mistake in regard to the meeting- 
place — and tried to find us in several other cafes — but his 
soreness would have changed into pk'asure at finding us — and 
seeing that we had not deceived him. And in the joy at 
having wronged us by his suspicions, he would love both of 
us. And so it would make him happy to notice that we had 
become such good friends. It had always been his dream 
— hm! he is making the speech now — his dream that the three 
of us should form a triumvirate that could set the world a 
great example of friendship asking for nothing — “Yt‘s, I 
trust you, Maurice, partly because you are my friend, and 
partly because your feelings are tied uj) elsewhere.” 

Henriette. Bravo! You must have been in a similar 
situation before, or you couldn’t give such a lifelike picture 
of it. Do you know that Adolphe is just that kind of a 
third person who cannot enjoy his mistress without having 
his friend along? 

Maurice. That’s why I had to be called in to entertain 
you — Hush! There is somebody outside — It must be he. 

Henriette. No, don’t you know these are the hours when 
ghosts walk, and then you can see so many things, and hear 
them also. To keep awake at night, when you ought to be 
sleeping, has for me the same charm as a crime : it is to place 
oneself above and beyond the laws of nature. 

Maurice. But the punishment is fearful — I am shivering 
or quivering, with cold or with fear. 

Henriette. [Wraps her opera cloak about him] Put this 
on. It will make you \<^arm. 
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Mauuk'E. Thai's nice. It is as if I were inside of your 
skill, as it my I)od., had hccii melted up by lack of sleep and 
were being nmioulded in your shape. I can feel the mould- 
ing process going on. But I am also growing a new soul, 
new thoughts, and here, where your bosom has left an ini- 
])ression, I can feel my own beginning to bulge. 

Dnriiuj this entire scene ^ the Jnanist in the next room has 
been practicing the Sonata in D-minor, sometimes 
jrianissimo, sometimes wildly fortissimo; now and 
then he has kept silent for a little ivhile, and at other 
times nothing has been heard but a part of the finale: 
bars 9() to 107. 

Maurice. What a monster, to sit there all night practicing 
on the piano. It gives me a sick feeling. Do you know 
what I propose? Let us drive out to tlie Bois de Boulogne 
and take breakfast in the Pavilion, and see the sun rise over 
th(' lak(‘s. 

Hexriette. Bully! 

Maurk^e. But first of all I must arrange to have my mail 
and the morning pap(‘rs sent out by nu'ssenger to the Pavil- 
ion. Tell me, Henriette: shall we invite Adolphe? 

IIenrietid. Oh, that’s going too far! But why not? 
The ass can also be harnessed to the triumphal chariot. 
Let him come. [They get up, 

Maurice. [Taking off the cloak] Then I'll ring. 

Henriette. Wait a moment! 

[Throies herself into his arms. 


Curtain. 
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SECOND SCENE 

A large t splendidly furnished restaurant room in the Dots de 
Boulogne. It is richly carpeted and fidl of mirrors y easy- 
chairs y and divans. There are glass doors in the hack- 
groundy and beside tkvm windows overlooking the lakes. 
In the foreground a table is spready with flowers in the 
centrcy bonds full of fruity loine in decanters y oysters on 
platters y many different kinds of wine glasses, and two 
lighted candelabra. On the right there is a round table 
full of newspapers and telegrams. 

Maurice and Henriette are sitting opposite each other at 
this small table. 

The suti is just rising outside. 

Maurice. Tliore is no longer any doubt about it. The 
newspapers tell me it is so, and these telegrams (‘ongratulale 
me on my success. Tliis is the beg] »ning of a m'w life, and 
my fate is weddetl to yours by this ni^ d, when you w(Te the 
only one to share my hopes and my triumph. From your 
hand I received the laurel, and it seems to me as if every- 
thing had come from you. 

Henriette. What a wonderful night! Have we been 
dreaming, or is this something we have really lived through? 

Maurice. And what a morning after siicli a 

night! I feel as if it were the world’s first day that is now 
being illumined by the rising sun. Only this minute was the 
earth created and stripped of those wliitc films that arc now 
floating off into space. There lies the Garden of Eden in the 
rosy light of dawn, and here is the first human couple — Do 
you know, I am so happy I could cry at the thought that all 
mankind is not equally' happy — Do you hear that distant 
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murmur as of ocean waves beating against a rocky shore, as 
of winds sweeping through a forest? Do you know what it 
is? It is Paris whispering m'y name. Do you sec the columns 
of smoke that rise skyward in thousands and tens of thou- 
sands? They are the fires burning on my altars, and if that 
be not so, then it must become so, for I will it. At this 
moment all the telegraph instruments of Europe arc clicking 
out my name. The Oriental Express is carrying the news- 
papers to the Far East, toward the rising sun; and the ocean 
steamers are carrying them to the utmost West. , The earth 
is mine, and for that reason it is beautiful. Now I should 
like to have wings for us two, so that wc might rise from here 
and fly far, far away, before anybody can soil my happiness, 
before envy has a chance to wake me out of my dream — for 
it is probably a dream! 

Henriette. [Holding out her hand to him] Here you can 
feel that you arc not dreaming. 

Maurice. It is not a dream, but it has been one. As a 
poor young man, you know, when I was walking in the woods 
down there, and looked up to this Pavilion, it looked to me 
like a fairy castle, and always my thoughts carried me up 
to this room, with the balcony outside and the heavy curtains, 
as to a place of supreme bliss. To be sitting here in company 
with a beloved woman and see the sun rise while the candles 
were still burning in the candelabra: that was the most 
audacious dream of my youth. Now it has come true, and 
now I have no more to ask of life — Do you want to die 
now, together with me? 

Henriette. No, you fool! Now I want to begin living. 

Maurice. [Rising] To live: that is to suffer! Now comes 
reality. I can hear his steps on the stairs. He is panting 
with alarm, and his heart is beating with dread of having 
lost what it holds most precious. Can you believe me if I 
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tell you that Adolphe is under this roof? Within a minute 
he will be standing in the middle of this floor. 

Henriette. [Alarmed] It was*a stupid trick to ask him 
to come hereu and I am already regretting it — Well, we 
shall see anyhow if your forecast of the situation proves 
correct. • 

Maurice. Oh, it is easy* to be mistaken about a person’s 
feelings. 

• The Head Waiter enters with a card. 

Maurice.^ Ask the gentleman to step in. [To Henriette] 
I am afraid we’ll regret this. 

Henriette. Too late to think of that now — Hush! 

Adolphe enters, pale and hollow’-eyed. 

Maurice. [Trying to speak unconcernedly] There you are! 
What became of you last iiight.^ 

Adolphe. I looked for you at the Hotel des Arrets and 
waited a whole hour. 

Maurice. So you went to the wrong place. We were 
waiting several hours for you at the Auberge des Adrets, and 
we are still waiting for you, as you see. 

Adolphe. [Relieved] Thank heaven ! 

Henriette. Good morning, Adolphe. You are always 
expecting the worst and worrying yourself needh'ssly. I 
suppose you imagined that we wanted to avoid your com- 
pany. And though you see that we sent for you, you are 
still thinking yourself superfluous. 

Adolphe, Pardon me: I was wrong, but the night was 
dreadful. 

They sit down. Embarrassed silence follows. 

Henriette. [To Adolphe] Well, are you not going to 
congratulate Maurice on his great success? 

Adolphe. Oh, yes! Your success is the real thing, and 
envy itself cannot deny ft. Everything is giving way before 
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you, and even I have a sense of my own smallness in your 
presence. 

Macuice. Nonsense! — Henricite, arc yon not going to 
offer Adolphe a glass of wine? * 

Adolphe. Thank you, not for me — nothing at all! 

Henrtette. [To Adolphe] Wh^it’s the matter with you? 
Are you ill? 

Adolphe. Not yet, but 

Henrib:tte. Your eyes 

Adolphe. Wliat of them? 

Maurice. What happened at the Cremeric last night? I 
suppose they arc angry with me? 

Adolphe. Nobody is angry with you, but your absence 
caused a depression whicdi it hurt me to watch. But nobody 
was angry with you, believe me. Your friends understood, 
and they regarded your failure to come with sympathetic for- 
})earanee. Madame Catherine herself defended you and pro- 
posed your health. We all rejoiced in your success as if it 
had been our own. 

Henriette. Well, those are nice people! What good 
friends you have, Maurice. 

Maurice. Yes, better than I deserve. 

Adolphe. Nobody has better friends than he deserves, 
and you are a man greatly blessed in his friends — Can’t 
you feel how the air is softened to-day by all the kind thoughts 
and wishes that stream toward you from a thousand breasts? 

Maurice rises in order to hide his emotion , 

Adolphe. From a thousand breasts that you have rid of 
the nightmare that had been crushing them during a life- 
time. Humanity had been slandered — and you have exon- 
erated it: that’s why men feel grateful toward you. To-day 
they are once more holding their heads^ high and saying: 
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You see, we are a little belter than our reputation after all. 
And that thought mahrs tliein better. 

Henriette tries to hide her ^emotion. 

Adolphe. Ain I in the way.^* Jilst let me warm myself a 
little in your sunshine, Mauriee, and then I'll go. 

Maurice. Why sRould you go w;hen you have only just 
arrived? , • 

Adolphe. Wliy? Because I have seen what I neinl not 
have seen; because I know now that my liour is past. [Paw^r] 
That you sei\t for me, I take as an ex})ression of thoughtful- 
ness, a notice of what has happened, a frankness tliat hurts 
less than dec*('it. You hear that I think well of my fellow- 
beings, and this I have learned from you, Maurice. [Pause] 
tint, my friend, a few moments ago I passed through the 
Church of St. Germain, and there I saw a woman and a 
child. I am not wishing that you had s('en them, for what 
has happened cannot be altered, but if you gave a thought 
fV* a word to them before you set them adrift on the waters 
of the great city, then you could enjoy your happiness un- 
disturbed. And now I bid you good-by. 

Henriette. Why must you go? 

Adolphe. And you ask that? Do you want me to tell 
.you? 

Henriette. No, I don’t. 

Adolphe. Good-by then! [Goes out. 

Maurice. The Fall: and lo! ‘Hhey knew that they were 
naked.” 

Henriette. What a difference between this scene and the 
one we imagined ! He is better than we. 

Maurice. It seems to me now as if all the rest were 
better than we. 

Henriette. Do you sec that the sun has vanished behind 
clouds, and that the woods have lost their rose colour? 
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Mauiuce. Yes, I see, and the blue lake lias turned black. 
Let us flee to some place where the sky is always blue and the 
trees are always green. 

Henriette. Yes, let us — but without any farewells. 

Maurice. No, with farewells. 

Henriette. We were to fly. You spoke of wings — and 
your feet are of lead. I am not jealous, buf. if you go to say 
farewell and get two pairs of arms around your neck — then 
you ean't tear yourself aw^ay. 

Maurice. Perhaps you are right, but only one pair of 
little arms is needl'd to hold me fast. 

H ExNRiKTTE. It is the child that holds you them, and not 
the woman ? 

Mauric e. It is the child. 

IIpinriette. The child! Another woman’s child! And 
for the sake of it I am to suflFer. Why must that cliild block 
the way w here I want to pass, and must pass? 

Maurice. Yes, why? It would be better if it had never 
existed. 

Henriette. {Walks excitedly hack and jorth] Indeed ! But 
now it does exist. Like a rock on the road, a rock set firmly 
in the ground, immovable, so that it upsets the carriage. 

Maurice. The triumphal chariot! — The ass is driven to 
death, but the rock remains. Curse it! [Pause, 

Henriette. There is nothing to do. 

Maurice. Yes, we must get married, and then our child 
will make us forget the other one. 

Henriette. This will kill this! 

Maurice. Kill! What kind of word is that? 

Henriette. [Changing tone] Your child will kill our love. 

Maurice. No, girl, our love will kill whatever stands in 
its way, but it will not be killed. 

Henriette. [Opens a deck of cards lying on the mantlepiece] 
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Look at it! Fivcxspot of diamonds — llie scafTold! Can it 
he possible that our fates are determined in advance? That 
our thoughts are guided as if througli ])i])es to the spot for 
which tlicy apc bound, without chance for us to stop them? 
But I don't want it, I don't want it ! — Do you realise that 
I must go to the scaTfohHf my crime sliould be discovered? 

Maurice. TqII me about your crime. Now^ is the time 
for it. 

IIei^riette. No, I shouhl regn't it afterward, and you 
would despis^i mc'— no, no, no! — Have you ever heard that 
a person could be lulled to d(‘alh? Well, my fatluT incurred 
the hatred of my mother and my sisters, and he melted away 
like wax before a fire. T'gh! Let us talk of something else. 
And, above all, let us get away. Tlu' air is poisoned here. 
To-morrow your laurels will be withered, the triumph will 
be forgotten, and in a week another triumphant hero will 
hold the public attention. Away from here, to work for 
new victories! But first of all, Maurice, you must embrace 
your child and jirovidi? for its imim'diate future. You don't 
liav^e to see the uioUkt at all. 

Maurice. Thank you! Your good heart does you honour, 
and I love you doubly when you sliow' the kindness you gen- 
erally hide. 

IIenriette. And then you go to the Cremerie and say 
good-by to the old lady and your friinds. Leave no unset- 
tled business bi*hind to make your mind heavy on our trip. 

Maurice. I'll clear up everything, and to-night we meet 
at the railroad station. 

IlENitiETTE. Agreed! And then: aw^ay from here — away 
toward the sea and the sun! 


o Curtain, 



ACT III 


FIRST SCENE 
« « 

In the Crevierie. The gas is lit. * Mme. Catherine is seated 
at the counter, Adolphe at a table. 

Mme. Catherine. Such is life, Monseiur A<;lolphe. But 
you young ones are always demanding too much, and then 
you come here and blubber over it afterward. 

Adolphe. No, it isn’t that. I reproach nobody, and I 
am as fond as ever of both of them. But there is one thing 
that makes me sick at heart. You see, I thought more of 
Maurice than of anybody else; so much tliat I wouldn’t have 
grudged him anything that could give him pleasure — but 
now I have lost him, and it luirts me worse than the loss of 
her. I have lost both of them, and so my loneliness is made 
doubly painful. And then there is still something else which 
I have not yet been able to clear up. 

Mme. Catherine. Don’t brood so much. Work and di- 
vert yourself. Now, for instance, do you ever go to church? 

Adolphe. What should I do there? 

Mme. Catherine. Oh, there’s so much to look at, and 
then there is the music. There is nothing commonplace 
about it, at least. 

Adolphe. Perhaps not. But I don’t belong to that fold, 
I guess, for it never stirs me to any devotion. And then, 
Madame Catherine, faith is a gift, they tell me, and I haven’t 
got it yet. 

Mme. Catherine. Well, wait till you get it — But 
what is this I heard a while ago? "Is it ^rue that you have 

46 
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sold a picture in London for a high price, and that you have 
got a medal? 

Adolphe. Yes, it's true. ^ 

Mme. Cat/ieuine. Merciful heavens! — and not a word do 
you say about it? ^ 

Adolppte. I am afraic^ of fortune, and besides it seems 
almost worthless to me at* this moment. I am afraid of it 
as of a spectre: it brings disaster to speak of having seen it. 

M^rtt!. Catherine. You’re a queer fellow, and that’s what 
you have always been. 

Adolphe. Not queer at all, but I have seen so much mis- 
fortune come in the wake of fortune, and I have seen how 
adversity brings out true friends, while none but false ones 
appear in the hour of success — You asked me if I ever 
went to church, and I answered evasively. This morning I 
shipped into the Cliurch of St, Germain without really know- 
ing why I did so. It^seemed as if I were looking for some- 
•body in there — somtibody to whom I could silently offer my 
gratitude'. But 1 foiiml noboely. Then I dropped a gold 
coin in the poor-box. It was all I could get out of my church- 
going, and that was rather commonplace, I should say. 

Mme. Catherine. It was always something; and then 
it was fine to think of the poor after having heard good 
news. 

Adolphe. It was neither fine nor anything else: it was 
something I did because I couldn’t help myself. But some- 
thing more occurred while I was in the church. I saw 
Maurice’s girl friend, Jeanne, and her child. Struck down, 
crushed by his triumphal chariot, they seemed aware of the 
full extent of their misfortune, 

Mme. Catherine. Well, children, I don’t know in what 
kind of shape you keep your consciences. But how a decent 
fellow, a careful aryl considerate man like Monsieur Maurice, 
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can all of a sudden d(*s(‘rt a woman and her child, that is 
soHK'ihing I cannot cxydaim 

AnonpjJE. Nor can 1 explain it, and lie doesn’t seem to 
understand it himself. I met them this inornirig, and every- 
thing appeared (|uil<* natural to them, quite proper, as if they 
couldn’t imagine anything else. I|,^was as if they had been 
enjoying tlie satisfaction of a good deed or the fulfilment of 
a sacred duty. '^I’here are things, Madame Catherine, that 
we cannot explain, and for this reason it is not for us to 
judge. Ami b(\sides, you saw how it liappeinyl. Maurice 
f(‘lt tlie dang(T in the air. I foresaw it and tried to jirevinit 
their meeting. Mauriei' wantc'd to run away from it, but 
nothing helped. Why, it was as if a plot had been laid by 
some invisible power, and as if they had be<‘n driven by guile 
into (‘ac‘h other's arms. Of eours(\ 1 am disqualified in this 
ease, but I wouldn’t hesitate to pronounce a verdict of “not 
guiUy.’’ 

Maie. Catherine. Well, now, to be able to forgive as 
you do, that’s what I call religion. 

Adolphe. Heavens, could it be that I am religious with- 
out knowing it. 

Mate. Catherine. Jiut then, to lei oneself be driven or 
temjiled into evil, as Monsieur Maurice has done, means 
weakiu'ss or bad character. And if you feel your strength 
failing you, then you ask for ludp, and then you get it. But 
he was too conceited to do that — Who is this coming? 
Idle Abbe, I think. 

Adolphe. What does he want here? 

Adbe. [Enters] Good evening, madame. Good evening, 
Monsieur. 

Mme. Catherine. Can I be of any service? 

Abbe. Has Monsieur Maurice, the author, been here 
to-day? 
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Mme. Catherine. Not to-day. His play has just been 
put ou, and that is probably keeping him busy. 

Aube. I have — sad news to bl*ing him. Sad in several 
respects. , 

Mjme. Catherine. May I ask of what kind.^ 

Abbe. Yes, it’s nd secret. The daughter he had with that 
girl, J(‘annc, is dead. 

JVIme. Catherine, Dead! 

Auoj.phe. Marion dead! 

Abbe. Yes, she died suddenly this morning without any 
previous illness. 

JMme. Catherine. O Lord, who can tell Thy ways! 

Abbe. The mother’s grief makes it necessary that Monsieur 
’Maurice look after her, so we must try to find him. But 
first a question in confidence: do you know whether Monsieur 
Maurice was fond of the child, or was iiidiffenuit to it? 

Mme. Catherine. If he was fond of Marion? AVhy, 
|ill of us know how he toved her. 

AnoiauiE. There’s no doubt about that. 

Abbe. I am glad to hear it, and it settles the matter so far 
as I am concerned. 

Mme. Catherine. Has there been any doubt about it? 

Abbe. Yes, unfortunately. It has even been rumoured in 
the neighbourhood that he had abandoned the child and its 
mother in order to go away Avith a strange woman. In a 
few hours this rumour has grown into definite accusations, 
and at the same time the feeling against him has risen to 
such a point that his life is threatened and he is being called 
a inurdf rer. 

Mme. Catherine. Good God, what is this? What does 
it mean? 

AsBf:. Now I’ll tell 3’ou my opinion — I am convinced 
that the man is innocent on this score, and the mother feels 
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as certain about it as I do. But appearances are against 
Monsieur Maurice, and I think he will find it rather hard 
to clear himself when the* police come to question him. 

Adolphe. Have the police got hold of the matter? 

Abbe. Yes, the police have had to step in to protect him 
against all those ugly rumours ai)c][ the rage of the people. 
Probably the Commissaire will IVe here soon. 

Mme. Catherine. [To Adolphe] There you see what hap- 
pens when a man cannot tell the difference between good and 
evil, and when he trifles with vice. God will ^punish! 

Adolphe. Then he is more merciless than man. 

Abbe. What do you know about that? 

Adolphe. Not very much, but I keep an eye on what 
happens 

Abbe. And you understand it also? 

Adolphe. Not yet perhaps. 

Abbe. Let us look more closely at the matter — Oh, here 
comes the Commissaire. 

Commissaire. [Enters] Gentlemen — Madame Catherine — 
I have to trouble you for a moment with a few questions 
concerning Monsieur Maurice. As you have probably heard, 
he has become the object of a hideous rumour, which, by the 
by, I don’t believe in. 

Mme. Catherine. None of us believes in it either. 

Commissaire. That strengthens my own opinion, but for 
his own sake I must give him a chance to defend himself. 

Abbe. That’s right, and I guess he will find justice, al- 
though it may come hard. 

Commissaire. Appearances are very much against him, 
but I have seen guiltless people reach the scaffold before their 
innocence was discovered. TA*t me tell you what there is 
against him. The little girl, Marion, being left alone by her 
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mother, was secretly visited by the father, who seems to 
have made sure of the time when the child was to be found 
alone. Fifteen minutes after his* visit the mother returned 
home and found the child dead. All this makes the position 
of the accused man very unpleasant — The post-mortem 

examination brougRt out no signs of violence or of poison, 

• • 

but the physicians admit ^#he existence of new poisons that 
leave no traces behind them. To me all this is mere coin- 
cidenoe of the kind I frequently come across. But here’s 
something tjjat looks worse. Last night Monsieur Maurice 
was seen at the Auberge des Adrcts in company with a strange 
lady. According to the waiter, they were talking about 
crimes. The Place de Roquette and the scaffold were both 
mentioned. A queer topic of conversation for a pair of 
lovers of good breeding and good social position! But even 
this may be passed over, as we know by experience that 
people who have been drinking and losing a lot of sleep seem 
.inclined to dig up all the worst that lies at the bottom of 
their souls. Far more serious is the evidence given by the 
head waiter as to their champagne breakfast in the Bois de 
Boulogne this morning. He says that he heard them wish the 
life out of a child. The man is said to have remarked that, 
“It would be better if it had never existed.” To which the 
woman replied: “Indeed! But now it does exist.” And as 
they went on talking, these words occurred: “This will kill 
this!” And the answer was: “Kill! What kind of word is 
that?” And also: “The five-spot of diamonds, the scaffold, 
the Place de Roquette.” All this, you see, will be hard to 
get ouf of, and so will the foreign journey planned for this 
evening. These are serious matters. 

Adolphe. He is lost! 

Mme. Catherine. That’s a dreadful story. One doesn't 
know what to believe. * 
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Aiuik. This is not the work of iiuin. God hiiv(‘ merey on 
him! 

Adolphe. He is in Llie net, und he will never get out of it. 

Mme. Catiieuene. He had* no husincss to gel in. 

Adolphe. Do you begin to suspect him also, JMadame 
Cath(‘rine? 

jMme. Catherine. Yes and no< I have got beyond having 
an opinion in this matter. Have you not seen angels turn 
iiilo d(‘vils just as you turn your hand, and tiien Lecome 
angels again? , 

CoMMissAiRE. It eertaiidy does look que(M*. However, 
W(‘'1I hav’e lo wail and hear what explanalions hc‘ can give. 
No OIK' will b(‘ judged unln'ard. Good evening, genth'nuMi. 
Good evening, Madame Catherine'. [CW6* out, 

AniiE. I'his is not the work of man. 

Adolphe. No, it looks as if (h'lnons had been at work for 
the undoing of man. 

Arhe. It is either a jiunishmeut for seered mis(l(‘(‘ds, or it 
is a terrible test. 

Jeanne. {Ivntcm^ dressed in tnoiirning] Ciood evening. 
Pardon me for asking, but have you seen Atonsieur Alauriee? 

AIme. Ca thehine. No, madame, but I think he may be 
here any minute. You haven't met him then siii(*e 

Jeanne. Not since this morning. 

ATme. Catherine. Let me tell you that 1 share in your 
great sorrow. 

Jeanne. Thank you, madarne. [To the Aure] So you are 
here, Fallu'r. 

Abbe. AYs, my child. I thought I might be of some use 
to you. And it was fortunate, as it gave me a ehaiiee to 
speak to the Cvommissaire. 

Jeanne. The Commissaire! He doesn't suspeel Alaurice 
also, do(‘s he? 
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Ajbbe. No, he (loesn't, and none of ns here do. But ap- 
pearances are a^ainsl liiin in a ino^sl appalling manner. 

Jeanne. You uK'an on acccjunl of the talk tlie waiters 
overheard — it* means nothing to me, who lias lu'ard such 
things before when Maurice had had a few" drinks. Then it 
is his custom to speculajlv on crimes and their punishment. 
Besides it seems to liave Bc(‘n the woman in liis company 
who droi>p(id the most dangtTous remarks. I should like to 
have a* look into that w^oman's eyes. 

Adolphe. 'My dear Jeanne, no matter how much harm 
that w'oman may have done you, she did nothing with evil 
iiiU'nlion -in fa(*t, she had no inttaition whatever, but just 
.followed the promptings of her nature. I know her to be a 
good soul and one w"ho can very well bear being looked 
straight in tlu' eye. 

Jeannp]. Y^pur judgment in this matter, Adolphe, has 
great value to me, an/l 1 believe wdial you say. It nu'ans 
that I cannot hold anybody but myself responsible for what 
has happened. It is my carelessness that is now' being 
punished. [She begins to cry, 

Abbe. Don’t accuse yourself unjustly! I know' y()u, and 
the serious sjiirit in which you have regarded your mother- 
hood. That your assumption of this n'sponsibility had not 
b(‘cu sanctioned by religion and the civil law was not your 
fault. No, we are here facing something quite different. 

Adoljuie. What then? 

Abbe. Who can tell? 

I1p:nrip:tte enters, dressed in travelling suit. 

Adolphe. [Rises with an air of determination and goes to 
meet llENinETTE] You here? 

ITenuiette. Yes, where is Maurice? 

Adolphe. Do you know — or don't you? 

IIpLviiiPTrTE. I know everything. Excuse me, Madame 
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Catherine, but I was ready to start and absolutely had to 
step in here a moment. {To Adolphe] Who is that woman? 
— Oh! 

( 

Henriette and Jeanne stare at each other. 

Emile appears in the kitchen door. 

Henriette. [To Jeanne] I ougtit to say something, but 
it matters very little, for anything I can say must sound like 
an insult or a mockery. But if I ask you simply to believe 
that I share your deep sorrow as much as anybody standing 
closer to you, then you must not turn away frem me. You 
mustn’t, for I deserve your pity if not your forbearance. 

[Holds out her hand. 

Jeanne. [Looks hard at her] I believe you now — and in the 
next moment I don’t. [Takes IIenriette’s hand. 

Henriette. [/iLmr6* Jeanne’s / lauJ] Thank you! 

Jeanne. [Drawing hack her hand] Oh, don’t! I don’t de- 
serve it! I don't deserve it! 

Abb#:. Pardon me, but while wc arc gathered here and 
peace seems to prevail temporarily at least, won’t you. 
Mademoiselle Henriette, shed some light into all the uncer- 
tainty and darkness surrounding the main point of accusa- 
tion? I ask you, as a friend among friends, to tell us what 
you meant with all that talk about killing, and crime, and 
the Place de Roquette. That your words had no connection 
wdth the death of the child, we have reason to believe, but 
it would give us added assurance to hc^ar what you were refilly 
talking about. Won’t you tell us? 

Henriette. [After a pause] That I cannot tell! No, I 
cannot! 

Adolphe. Henriette, do tell! Give us the word that will 
relieve us all. 

Henriette. I cannot! Don’t ask me! 

ABBf:, This is not the work of man ! 
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Henriette. Oh, that this moment had to come! And in 
this manner! [To Jeanne] Madame, I swear that I am not 
guilty of your child’s death. Is tHat enough? 

Jeanne. Euougli for us, but hot for Justice. 

Henriette. Justice! If you knew how true your words are! 

Abbe. [To HenriIette] And if you knew what you were 
saying just nowd • 

Henriette. Do you know that better than I? 

Abbe. Yes, I do. 

Henriette looks fixedly at the Abb^:. 

Abbe. Have no fear, for even if I guess your secret, it will 
not be exi)osed. Besides, I have nothing to do with human 
justice, but a great deal with divine mercy. 

Maurice. [Enters hastily y dressed for travelling. He doesn't 
look at the otherSy who are standing in the background, hut goes 
straight up to the counter, where Mme. Catherine is sitting.\ 
You are not angry at me, Madame Catherine, because I 
didn’t show up. I have come now to apologise to you be- 
fore I start for the South at eight o’clock this evening. 

Mme. Catherine is too startled to say a word, 

Maurice. Then you are angry at me? [Looks around] 
What does all this mean? Is it a dream, or what is it? Of 
course, I can see tliat it is all real, but it looks like a wax 
cabinet — There is Jeanne, looking like a statue and dressed 
in black — And Henriette looking like a corpse — What 
docs it mean? 

All remain silent, 

Maurice. Nobody answers. It must mean something 
dreadfuK [Silence] But speak, please! Adolphe, you are my 
friend, what is it? [Pointing to Emile] And there is a de- 
tective! 

Adolphe. [Comes Jorward] You don’t know then? 
Maurice. Nothing at ftll. But I must know! 
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Adolphe. Well, then — Marion is dead. 

Ma uujce. Marion — dea( I ? 

Adolphe. Yes, she died ll)is morning’. 

Maurice. [To Jeanne] So ihal's wliy yoii^arc in mourn- 
ing. Jeanne, Jeanne, who luis done lliis io us? 

Jeanne. He who liolds life and death in liis hand. 

t ' 

Maurice. But I saw her loi^king well and liappy this 
morning. IIow did it happen? Who did il? Somebody 
must have done it? [II is eyes seek Henri r:TTE. 

Adolphe. Don't look for Ihe guilly one here, for then' is 
none to be found. 1 'nfortunately the police havi^ turned 
tlieir suspicion in a din'd ion when^ none ought to exist. 

Maurice. What direction is that? 

Adolphe. Well — you may as well know that your n'ckless 
talk last niglit and this morning has plaei'd you in a light 
that is anything but favourable'. 

IMaurtc'E. So they wen* listc'uing to us. TiC't m<' set', what 
were we saying — I remembt'r! — ''riien I am lost! 

Adolphe. But if you explain your thouglitless words we 
will believe you. 

Maurice. I cannot! And I will not! I shall bt^ sent to 
prison, but it doesn't mailer. Marion is dead! Dt^ad! 
Anti I have killetl her! 

(General exmsternation . 

Adolphe, 'i'hink t)f what you are saying! Weigh your 
vvortls! Do you realise what you said just now? 

Maurice. What ditl I say? 

Adolphe. You said that you hatl killetl Marion. 

Maurice. Is tlu're a human being hero who eoulti believe 
me a murtlt'rt'r, and wht> ct)uld ht>ld me capable t)f taking 
my own child’s life? You who know me, Madame Cather- 
ine, tell me: do you believe, can you believe 

Mme. Catherine. I don’t knoW any longer what to be- 
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li(‘ve. Wlial ihc lioarl Lliinkrlli the tongue speaketh. And 
your tongue lias spoken evil wonts. 

Maurice. She doesn’t lielieve iiud 

Adoepiie. Ihit explain your* words, man! Explain what 
you meant hy saying that “your love would kill every thing 
that stood in its wa5^” 

IVIaurice. So th<\y kno\u that too — Arc you willing to 
explain it, Ilenriette? 

IIi'.NRiETTE. No, I cannot do that. 

Arbe. There is something WTong behind all this and you 
ha-v<' lost our sympathy, my friiaid. A w hile ago I could hav(‘ 
sworn that yon wi'n* innoceni, and I wouldn’t do that now. 

Maurice. [To JeaNxVe] What you have to say means 
*inore to me than anything else. 

Jeanne. [Col/lljj] Answer a (question first: who was it you 
cursc'd during that orgie out there.^ 

Maurice. Have I done that too.^ Atayhe. Y(\s, I am 
guiliy, and yet I am guiltless. Let me go away from here, 
for 1 am ashamed of myself, and I have done more wrong 
than I can forgive myself. 

Henriette. [To Adolphe] Go with him and see that he 
doesn’t do liimself any harm. 

Adolphe. Sliall 1 ? 

Henriette. Who else.^ 

Adolphe. [Withoid bitterfiess] You are nearest to it — Sh! 
A carriage is stojiping outside. 

Mme. Catherine. It’s the Commissaire. Wtdl, much as 
I have seen of life, I could never have believed that suc(*ess 
and faiRe were such short-live<l things. 

AIaukice. [7o Henriette] From the triiimplial chariot to 
the patrol wagon ! 

Jeanne. [Simply] And the ass — who was that? 

Adolphe. Oh, that mast have been me. 
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CoMMissAiuE. [Enters with a paper in his hand] A summons 
to Police Headquarters — to-night, at once— for Monsieur 
Maurice Gerard — and for Mademoiselle Henriette Mauclerc 
— both here? 

Maurice and Henriette. Yes. 

Maurice. Is this an arrest? 

Commissaire. Not yet. Onlya summons. 

Maurice. And then? 

Commissaire. We don’t know yet. 

Maurice and Henriette go toward the dpor. 

Maurice. Good-bye to all! 

Everyhod y shows emotion. The Commissaire, Maurice, 
and Henriette go out. 

Emile. [Enters and goes up to Jeanne] Now I'll take you 
home, sister. 

Jeanne. And what do you think of all this? 

Emile. The man is innocent. 

Abb^:. But as I see it, it is, and must always be, something 
despicable to break one’s promise, and it becomes unpardon- 
able when a woman and her child are involved. 

Emile. Well, I should rather feel that way, too, now when 
it concern ^ my own sister, but unfortunately I am prevented 
from throwing the first stone because I have done the same 
thing myself. 

Abb6. Although I am free from blame in that respect, I 
am not throwing any stones either, but the act condemns 
itself and is punished by its consequences. 

Jeanne. Pray for him! For both of them! 

Abb^. No, I’ll do nothing of the kind, for it is an imperti- 
nence to want to change the counsels of the Lord. And 
what has happened here is, indeed, not the work of man. 


Curtain. " 
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SECOND SCENE 

9 

The Anherge (Its Adrets. Adolphe and Henrtette are seated 

at the same table where Mauric'E and IIenriette were 

% 

sitting in the second g(^t, A cu]} of coffee stands in front 
of Adolphe. IIenriette has ordered nothing, 

Adolphe. You believe then that lie will come herc.^ 

IIenriette. I am sure. He was released this noon for 
lack of evidence, but he didn’t want to show himself in the 
streets before it was dark. 

Adolphe. Poor h'llow! Oh, I tell you, life seems horrible 
to me since yesterday. 

IIenriette. And what about me? I am afraid to live, 
dare hardly breathe, dare hardly think even, since I know 
that somebody is spying not only on niy words but on my 
thoughts. 

Adolphe. So It was here you sat that night when I couldn't 
find you? 

Henrtette. Yes, but don't talk of it. I could die from 
shame when I think of it. Adoljihe, you arc made of a dif- 
•fcrenl, a better, stuff than he or I 

Adolphe. Sh, sh, sh! 

IIenriette. Yes, indeed! And what was it that made 
me stay here? I was lazy; I was tired; his success intoxi- 
cated me and bewitched me — I cannot explain it. But if 
you had come, it would never have happeiu‘d. And to-day 
you are great, and he is small — less than the least of all. 
Yesterday he had one hunilred thousand francs. To-day he 
has nothing, because his play has been withdrawn. And 
public opinion will never excuse him, for his lack of faith 
will be judged as Ijarshly as if he were the murderer, and 



60 


THERE ARE CRIMES 


ACT III 


those that see farthest liold that tlie child died from sorrow, 
so that he was responsibly for it anyliow. 

Adolphe. You know what my thoughts are in this mattcT, 
Ilenriettc, but I should like to know that both of you are 
spotless. Won’t you tell me what those dreadful words of 
yours meant? It cannot be a yl^anee that your talk in a 
f(‘slive moment like that dealt sb largely witli killing and the 
scaffold. 

IlENiiiETTE. It was DO chaiicc. It was sometlihig that 
had to be said, something I cannot tell you — probably bf'- 
cause I have no right to a]>pear spotless in your eyes, sotaiig 
that I am not spotless. 

Adolphe. All this is beyond me. 

IlENJiiErTE. Let us talk of something else — Do you be- 
lieve then* are many unpunished criminals at large among 
us, some of whom may even be our intimate friends? 

Adolphe. [Nervouslij] Why? Wh/it do you mean? 

IIexriette. Don’t you believe that every human l)(*ing at 
some time or another has been guilty of some kind of a<‘t 
which would fall under the law if it were discovered? 

Adolphe. Yes, I believe that is true*, but no evil act 
escapes being punished by one’s own conscience at least. 
[lUacs and nnhuttons his coat] And — nobody is really good* 
who has not (Tred. [Breathing heavily] For in order to know 
how to forgive, oiU! must have becai in lu'ed of forgiveness — 
I had a friend whom we used to regard as a model man. lie 
never spoke a hard word to anybody; he forgave eviTylhing 
and everybody; and he suffered insults with a strange satis- 
faction that we couldn’t explain. At last, late in life, he 
gave me his secret in a single word: I am a penitent! 

[lie sits doirn again. 

IIenriette remains silent, looking at him ivith surprise, 

Adolphe. [.4^ if speaking to himself] There arc crimes not 
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inentionecl in the Criminal Code, aiul these are the worse 
ones, for they have to be punished by ourselves, and no 
judge could be more st'vere than \ve are against our own 
selves. • 

Henriette. [After a /jan.sr] Well, that friend of yours, did 
he find pc^aee? 

• • 

Adolphe. After endless j-x'lf-torture he reaelu’d a certain 
degree of eom])()sure, but life had never any rc'ul pleasures to 
offer him. lie never dared to accept any kind of <lislinc1ion; 
he never dared to h'cl liimself enlilled to a kind word or even 
W(‘ll-('arned praise: in a word, he could nev(*r (juite forgive 
himself. 

IIenhtette. Never What had lie doin' llu'n? 

Adolphe. lie had wislied the life out of his father. And 
when his father suddenly died, tlie son imagined hims('lf 
to have kilh'd him. 'lliose imaginations \N('re regarded as 
signs of some nuMilal disease, and lu^ was sent to an asylum. 
Erom this he was discliarged after a time as wholly n'cov- 
cred — as lln'y j)ut it. But the staise of guilt remained with 
him, and so he continued to punish liimself for his evil 
Ihouglits. 

IIemhette. Are you sure the evil w ill cannot kill.^ 

Adolphe. You mean in some mystic way.^ 

IIenkiette. As you please. Let it go at mystic. In my 
own family- I am sure that my mother and my sisters 
kilh'd my falluT witli their hatred. You see, he had tlie 
awful idea that he must oppose all our tastes and inclina- 
tions. Wherever he discovered a natural gift, Ik' tried to 
root it d\it. In that way he aroused a resislaii(*e that accu- 
mulated until it bei'aine like an electrical batU^y charged 
w ith hatred. At last it grew^ so powerful that he languished 
away, became depolarised, lost his will-power, and, in the 
end, came to wish himself dead. 
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Adolphe. And your conscience never troubled you? 

Henriette, No, and furthermore, I don't know what 
conscience is. 

Adolphe, You don’t? tVell, then you'U soon learn. 
[Pmise] How do you believe Maurice will look when he gets 
here? What do you think he will say? 

Henriette. Yesterday’' mornuig, you know, he and I 
tried to make the same kind of guess about you while we 
were waiting for you. 

Adolphe. Well? 

Henriette. We guessed entirely wrong. 

Adolphe. Can you tell me why you sent for me? 

Henriette. Malice, arrogan(‘e, outright cruelty! 

Adolphe. How strange it is that you can a<lmit your 
faults and yet not repent of them. 

Henriette. It must be because I don't feel (juite respon- 
sible for them. The}^ are like the dirt left behind by things 
handled during the day and waslied^off at night. But tejl 
me one thing: do you really think so highly of humanity as 
you profess to do? 

Adolphe. Yes, w^e are a little better than our reputation — 
and a little worse. 

Henriette. That is not a straightforward answer, 

Adolphe. No, it isn’t. But are you willing to answer me 
frankly when I ask you : do you still love Mauric('? 

Henriette. I cannot tell until I see him. Bui at I his 
moment I feel no longing for him, and it seems as if I could 
very well live without him. 

Adolphe. It’s likely you could, but I fear you have be- 
come chained to his fate — Sh! Here lie comes. 

Henriette. How everything repeats itself. The situa- 
tion is the same, the very words are the same, as when we 
were expecting you yesterday. 
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Maujjice. [Enters, pale as death, hollow-eyed, unshaven] 
Here I am, my dear friends, if tlys be me. For that last 
night in a cell changed me into a new sort of being. 

[Notices Henriette and Adolphe. 

Adolphe. Sit dowji and pull yourself together, and then 
we can talk things over. , , 

Maurice. [To Henriette] Perhaps I am in the way? 

Adolphe. Now, don’t get bitter. 

Maurice. I have grown bad in these twenty-four hours, 
and suspicious also, so I guess I’ll soon be left to myself. 
And who wants to keep company with a murderer? 

Henriette. But you have been cleared of the charge. 

* Mauric’E. [Picks up a newspaper] By the police, yes, but 
not by public oi)inion. Here you see the murderer Maurice 
Gt^ard, once a playwright, and his mistress, Henriette 
Mauclerc 

Henriette. O my nlothcr and my sisters — my mother! 
Jesus have mercy! 

Mauric^e. And can you see that I actually look like a 
murderer? And then it is suggested that my play was 
stolen. So there isn’t a vestige left of the victorious hero 
/rom yesterday. In place of my own, the name of Octave, 
my enemy, appears on the bill-boards, and he is going to col- 
lect my one hundred thousand francs. O Solon, Solon! 
Snell is fortune, and such is fame! You are fortunate, 
Adolphe, because you have not yet succeeded. 

Henriette. So you don’t know that Adolphe has made a 
great success in Ixindon and carried off the first prize? 

Maurice. [Darkly] No, I didn’t know that. Is it true, 
Adolplie? 

Adolphe. It is true, but I have returned the prize. 

Henriette. [Wit^eniplia^is] That I didn’t know! So you 
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an' also provrnted from a(*(*opling any distinctions — li.kc 
vour friend? 

* < 

Ai)OL1*iie. My friend? [Embarrassed] Oli, yes, yes! 

Mauhice. Yoiir sne<*ess gives me j)leasiire,«but it puts us 
si ill farther apart. 

AnoLPiiE. That’s what I (‘xpeeted, and I suppose I’ll he 
as lonely wilh my suc(‘ess as you«with your adversity. Think 
of it — that people f<‘(‘I hurt by your fortune! Oh, it’s ghastly 
to be alive! 

Maurice. You say I hat! What am I then to say? It is 
as if my eyes had Ix'en cov(T('d wilh a black v(‘il, and as if 
tlu‘ colour and shapes of all life had beem changed by it. This 
room looks like the room I saw yesterday, and yet it is quite 
different. I recognise* both of you, of course, but your faces 
are new to nu'. I ^il liere and s(‘ar(‘h for words because* I 
don’t knenv ^^hat to say to you. I ought to defend myself, 
but I cannot. And I almost miss the c(‘ll, for it protected 
me, at h‘ast, against the* curious glances ihat pass right 
through me. The inurdereT Alaurice and his mistress! 
You don't love me any longe'r, TTenrie'lte, and no more do I 
care for you. To-day you are ugly, clumsy, insipiel, re'pulsive*. 

Two men in cirUian clothes have quiethj seated them- 
selves (it a table in the barley round, 

Adolphe. Wait a little and ge't your tlioughts togeth(*r. 
That you have been dischargexl and cl<'arc*d of all suspicion 
must appear in some ejf the eveming papers. And that puts 
an (‘11(1 to the whole matte'r. ^\jur play will be j)ut on again, 
and if it comes to the worst, you can write a new one. Leave 
Paris for a year and let ev^erytliing become forgotten. You 
who have exonerated mankind will be ('xoncrated yourself. 
Maurice. Ila-ha! Mankind! Ha-ha! 

Adolphe. You liave ceased to believe in goodness? 

Maurice. Y<‘s, if I t;v(’r did believe iiMt. Perhaps it was 
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only a mood, a manner of looking at things, a way of being 
polite to the wild beasts. When I, who was held among the 
best, can be so rotten to the core, what must then be the 
wr(‘tchedncss Qf the rest? 

Adolphe. Now I’ll go out and get all the evening papers, 
and then we’ll undoubtedly have reason to look at things in 
a different way. * ^ 

Maurice. [Turnmg toivard the background] Two detectives! 
- It means that I am r(‘leased under surveillance, so that I 
can give myself away by careless talking. 

Adolphe. Those are not detectives. That’s only your 
imagination. I recognise both of them. 

[Goes toivard the door. 

Maurice. Don’t leave us alone, Adolphe. I fear that 
Ilenrictte and I may come to open explanations. 

Adolphe. Oh, be sensible, Maurice, and think of your 
future. "J’ry to keep him quiet, Henriette. I’ll he back in 
a moment. * [Goes out, 

Henriette. Well, Maurice, what do you think now of 
our guilt or guiltlessness? 

Maurice. I have killed nobod^L All I did was to talk a 
lot of nons(*nse while I was drunk. But it is yt)ur crime that 
.comes back, and that crime you have grafted on to me. 

Henriette. Oh, that’s the tone you talk in now! — Was it 
not you who cursed your own child, and wished the life out 
of it, and wanted to go away without saying good-b} e to any- 
body? And was it not I who made you visit Marion and 
show yourself to Madame Catherine? 

Mauiv*I(’E. Yes, you are right. Forgive me! You jiroved 
yourself more human than I, and the guilt is wholly my own. 
Forgive me! But all the same I am without guilt. Who 
has tied this net from which I can never free myself? Guilty 
and guiltless: guiltless ami yet guilty! Oh, it is driving me 
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mad — Look, now Ilu‘y sit over there and listen to us— 
And no waiter comes to take our order. I’ll go out and order 
a cup of tea. Do you waht anything? 

Henriette. Noihing. ' 

Maurice (jocs out . 

First Detective. [Goes up to Henriette] Let me look 
at your papers. 

Henriette. TIow dare you speak to me? 

Detective. Dare? I’ll show you! 

H enriette. What do you mean? 

Detective. It’s my job to ke(‘p an eye on street- walkers. 
Yesterday you c'aim* here with one man, and to-day with 
another. That’s as good as walking the streets. And un- 
escorted ladies don’t get anything here. So you’d bettcT get 
out and come along with me. 

Henriette. My escort will be back in a moment. 

Detective. Yes, and a pretty kind of escort you’ve got — 
the kind that do(*sii't help a girl a bitf 

Henriette. O God! My mother, my sisters! — I am of 
good family, I tell you. 

Detective. AT\s, first-rate family, I am sure. But you 
are too well known through the papers. Come along! 

Henriette. WIktc? What do you mc\an? 

Detective. Oh, to the Bureau, of course. TIktc you’ll 
get a nice little card and a license that l^rings you free medical 
care. 

Henriette. 0 Lord Jesus, you don’t mean it! 

Detective. [Grabbing Henriette bg the arm] Don’t I 
mean it? • 

Henriette. [Falling on her hices] Save me, Maurice! 
Help! 

Detective. Shut up, you fool! 

Maurice entersy followed by Waiter. 
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Waiter. Gentlemen of that kind are not served here. 
You just pay and get out! And take the girl along! 

Maurice. [Crushedy searches Ris 'pocket-book for money] 
Hcnriette, pay for me, and let*us get away from this place. 
I haven’t a sou left. 

Waiter. So the lady has to put up for her Alphonse! 
Alphonse! Do you know that is? 

IIenriette. [Looking through her pocket-book] Oh, merciful 
heavens! I have no money either! — Why doesn’t Adolplie 
come back? 

Detective. Well, did you ever see such rotters! Get out 
of here, and put up something as security. That kind of 
ladies generally have their fingers full of rings. 

Maurice. Can it be possible that we have sunk so low? 

Henriette. [Takes off a ring and hands it to the Waiter] 
The Abbe was right: this is not the work of man. 

Maurice. No, it’s the devil’s! — But if we leave before 
Adolphe returns, he will think that we have deceived him 
and run away. 

Henriette. That would be in keeping with the rest — 
But we’ll go into the river now, won’t we? 

Maurk^e. [Takes Henriette by the hand as they walk out 
together] Into the river — ye^! 


Curtain. 
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FIRST SCF^NE 

In the Luxembourg GardenHy at the group of Adam and Eve. 
The wind is shaking the trees and stirring up dead, leaves^ 
strairs, and pieces of paper from the ground. 

Maurice and IIenriette are seated on a bench. 

Hp:nriette. So you don’t want to du*? 

Maurice. No, I am afraid. I iina^^ino that I am going* 
to bo very oold down there in the grave, with only a shec't lo 
cov’or me and a few shavings to lie on. And Ix'sides that, it 
s('eins to me as if tluTo were still some task waiting for iih', 
but I cannot make out what it is. 

Henriette. But I can guess what it is. 

Maurice. Tell mo. 

Henriette. It is revenge. You, like me, must have sus- 
pected Jeanne and Emile of sending th(' deteetivivs afU‘r me 
yesterday. Such a revenge on a rival noiu^ but a woman 
could devis(‘. 

Maurice. Exactly what I was thinking. Ihit let mo t(‘ll 
ya)ii that my suspicions go even further. It soians as if my 
sufferings during these last few days had shar})onod my wits. 
Can you explain, for instance', why the waiter freini the 
Aiiberge des Adrets and the head waite'r from the Bavilion 
were not called to testify at the hearing? 

Henriette. I never thought of it before. But now I 
know why. They had nothing to t(‘lh be(*ause they liad not 
be(‘n listening. 
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Maurk'K. But Low could the Conimissaire then know 
what wo had boon saying? 

Henriette. ITo didn't know, but he figured it out. He 
was guessing,* and he gu(\ssed nght. Perhaps he had liad to 
deal with some similar ease before. 

JMaurice. Or else he concluded from our looks what we 
had been saying. There ‘are those who can read other 
p<‘oplc's thoughts — Adolphe being the dii})<\ it seemed 
qnil(' natural that we should have eall(‘d him an ass. It's 
the ruh', I undiTsland, although it’s varied at tiin(\s by the 
use of “idiot” instead. But ass was n(‘arer at hand in this 
ease, as we had been talking of carriages and triumphal 
chariots. It is (putc simple to figure out a fourth fact, 
when you have lliree known ones to start from. 

Henriette. Just think that we have let ourselves be 
taken in so complel(‘ly. 

JVIaurkti:. That's thi^ result of thinking too well of one’s 
f(‘IIow beings. This is all you get out of it. But do you 
know, I suspect somebody else back of the Conimissaire, 
who, by-the-bye, must be a full-fledged scoundri'l. 

Henriette. You iiK^an the AblK% who was taking the part 
of a private detective. 

Maurice. That's what I mean. That man has to receive 
all kinds of confessions. And note you: Adolphe himself 
told us he had been at the (diurch of St. Germain that morn- 
ing. What was he doing there? lie was blabbing, of course, 
and bewailing his fate. And then the priest put the ques- 
tions together for the Cominissaire. 

IIenIuette. J'ell me something: do you trust Adolphe? 

Maurice. I trust no human lieing any longer. 

Henriette. Not even Ailolphe? 

Maurice. Him h'ast of all. How could I trust an enemy 
— a man from whom I h'avc taken awav his mistress? 
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IIenriette. Well, as you were the first one to speak of 
this, I’ll give you some data about our friend. You heard 
he had returned that medal from London. Do you know 
his reason for doing so.? 

Maurice. No. 

Henriette. He thinks himself unworthy of it, and he has 
taken a penitential vow never to receive any kind of dis- 
tinction. 

Maurice. Can that be possible? But what has he done? 

Henriette. He has committed a crime of tlu' kind that 
is not punishable under the law. That’s what he gave me 
to understand indireelly. 

Maurice. He, too! He, the best one of all, the model 
man, who neviT speaks a hard word of anybody and who 
forgives everything, 

Henriette. Well, there you can see that we are no worse 
than others. And yet we are being hounded day and night 
as if devils were after us. 

IVIaurice. He, also! Then mankind has not been slan- 
dered — But if he lias been capable of one crime, then you 
may expect anything of him. Perhaps it was he who sent the 
police after you yesterday. Coming to think of it now, it 
was he who sneaked away from us when he saw that we wtire 
in the papers, and he lied when he insisted that those 
fellows were not detectives. But, of course, you may ex- 
pect anything from a deceived lover. 

Henriette. Could he be as mean as that? No, it is im- 
possible, impossible! 

Maurice. Why so? If he is a scoundrel? — Whfiil were 
you two talking of yesterday, before I came? 

Henriette. He had nothing but good to say of you. 

Maurice. That’s a lie! 

Henriette. [Controlling herself and changing her tone] 



ACT IV 


AND CRIMES 


71 


Listen. There Is one person on whom you have cast no sus- 
picion whatever — for what reason, I don’t know. Have you 
thought of Madame Catherine’s wavering attitude in this 
matter.^ Didn’t she say finally that she believed you capa- 
ble of anything? 

Maurice. Yes, she (Jid, and that shows what kind of 
person she is. To think e\il of other people without reason, 
you must be a villain yourself. 

Henriette looks hard at him. Pause. 

Henriette. To think evil of others, you must be a villain 
yourself. 

Maurice. What do you mean? 

. Henriette. What I said. 

Maurice. Do you mean that I ? 

Henriette. Yes, that's what I mean now! Look here! 
Did you meet anybody but Marion when you called there 
yesterday morning? 

Maurice. Why do you ask? 

Henriette. Guess! 

Maurice. Well, as you seem to know — met Jeanne, too. 

Henriette. Why did you lie to me? 

Maurice. I wanted to spare you. 

Henriette. And now you want me to believe in one who 
has been lying to me? No, my boy, now I believe you guilty 
of that murder. 

Maurice. Wait a moment! We have now reached the 
place for which my thoughts have been heading all the time, 
though T resisted as long as possible. It’s queer that what 
lies next to one is seen last of all, and what one doesn’t want 
to believe cannot be believed — Tell me something: where 
did you go yesterday morning, after we parted in the Bob? 
Henriette. [AlarmedyVihyi 
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MAiJRTrE. You went either to Adolphe — which you couldn’t 
do, as he was attending a lesson — or you went to — Marion! 

IIexuiette. Now I am convinced that you arc the mur- 
derer. • 

IVlAnHiCE. And I, that you are the murderess! You alone 
had an intcTcst in getting the child^oiit of the way—to gel 
rid of the rock on IIk' roacl, as you so a])lly put it. 

IIenriettk. It was you who said that. 

AriURicE. And the one who had an interest in it must 
have committed the crime. 

IliiXRLETTE. Now, ]Mauriec, we have been rimniug around 
and around in this trea<l-mill, scourging eat li oilier. Let ns 
quit before w<' get to llu* point of sheer madness. 

AIauuk’E. Yon liavc rcaclu'd that point already. 

IIenriette. Don’t you think it's lime for us to jiart, 
bcfin*c we drive each oth<T in.sane? 

MAiruTCE. Yes, 1 think so. 

IIExNRIETTE. \J\i,sin(j\ Good-b;,e then! 

Two men. in civilian clollw.s hreotne ri.s'ibic in the hack- 
ground. 

IIenriette. [Turns and comes hack to Maurice] Tlicre 
they are again! 

Maurh’E. "j he dark angels that want to drive us out of 
the ganh'u. 

IIp:nriette. And force us back upon (‘ach other as if we 
were chained together. 

Maurice. Or as if we were cond(Mmie<l to lifelong mar- 
riage. Are we really to marry.^ ^’o settle down in the same 
place.^ To be able to close the door behind us and perhaps 
get peace at last? 

IIenriette. And shut ourselves up in order to torture 
each other to death; get behind locks and bolts, with a ghost 
for marriage portion; you torturing inc^with the memory 
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of A<lj)lplie, and I gotling back at you with Jeanne — and 
Marion. ^ 

Mauiuce. Never mention the name of Marion again! 
Don’t you know that she was to be buried to-day — at this 
very moment perhaps? 

IIenriette. And you. are not there? Wliat does that 
mean? * 

Maurice. It nutans that botli Jeanne and the police have 
warned me against tlie rage of the people. 

He\rtette. a coward, loo? 

Maurice. AH the vices! IIow could you ever have cared 
for me? 

IIenriette. Bc(‘ause two days ago you were another per- 
son, well worthy of being loved 

Maurk’E. And now' sunk lo such a d(‘pth! 

IIenriette. It isn’t that. Bui you are beginning to flaunt 
bad qualities which are not your own. 

• Maurice. But yours? 

Henri irrTE. Perhaps, for when you ai)i)ear a little worse 
I feel myself at once a little better. 

Maurice. It’s like passing on a disease to save one's self- 
respect. 

IIenriette. And how vulgar you have become, too! 

Maurice. Y(*s, I notice it myself, and I hardly recognise 
myself since that night in the cell. They put in one person 
and let out anolher through that gate Avhich s(*parates us 
from the n'st of society. And now I feel in\ s(‘If the eneniA' 
of all mankind: I should like to set fire to the earth and dry 
up the oceans, for nothing less than a universal conflagration 
can wdpe out my dishonour. 

IIenriette. I had a letter from my mother to-day. She 
is the widow of a major in the army, well educated, with old- 
fashioned ideas of honour and that kind of thing. Do you 
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want to road the letter? No, you don’t! — Do yoij know 
that I am an outcast? l^Iy respectable acquaintances will 
have nothing to do witli me, and if I show myself on the 
streets alone the police will take me. Do you realise now 
that we have to get married? ^ 

Maurice. We despise each oth^r, and yet we have to 
marry: that is hell pure and simple! But, Ilcnriette, before 
we unite our destinies you must tell me your secret, so that 
we may be on more equal terms. 

Henriette. All right. I’ll tell you. I had a friend who 
got into troiibU^ — you understand. I wanted to help her, as 
her whole future was at stake — and she died! 

Maurice. That was reckless, but one might almost call 
it noble, too. 

Henriette. You say so now, but the next time you lose 
your temper you will accuse me of it. 

Maurice. No, I won’t. But I cannot deny that it has 
shaken my faith in you and that it makes me afraid of yoiK 
Tell me, is her lover still alive, and does he know to what 
extent you were responsible? 

Henriette. He was as guilty as I. 

Maurice. And if his conscience should begin to trouble 
him — such things do happen — and if he should feel inclined 
to confess : then you would be lost. 

Henriette. I know it, and it is this constant dread which 
bius made me rush from one dissipation to another — so that I 
should never have time to wake uj) to full consciousness. 

Maurice. And now you want me to take my marriage 
portion out of your dread. That’s asking a little too much. 

Henriette. But when I shared the shame of Maurice 
the murderer 

Maurice. Oh, let’s come to an end with it! 

Henriette. No, the end is not yet, anji I’ll not let go my 
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hold until I have pul you where you belong. For you can’t 
go around ilunking yourself better than I arn. 

Maurice. So you want to fight me then? All right, as 
you please ! ^ 

IIenriette. a fight on life an<l death! 

The rolling of drums is heard in the distanee. 

Maurice. The garden is^lo be closed. “Cursed is the 
ground for thy sake; thorns and thistles shall it l)ring forth 
to thee.” 

IIenriette. “And tlie Lord God said unto the woman ” 

A (iuARD. [In nniforrn, speaking very politely] Sorry, but 
the garden has to be closed. 

Curtain. 

SECOND SCENE 

The Cremerie. Maie. Catherine is sitting at the counter 
making entries into an account book. Adolphe and 
IIenriette are seated at a table. 

Adolphe. {Calmly and kindly] But if I give you my final 
<issuranee that I didn’t run away, but tliat, on the contrary, 
I thought you liad played me false, this ought to convince 
you. 

IIenriette. But why did you fool us by saying that those 
fellows were not policemen? 

Adolphe. I didn’t think myself that they were, and then 
I wanteef to reassure you. 

IIenriette. When you say it, I believe you. But then 
you must also believe me, if I reveal my innermost thoughts 
to you. 

Adolphe. Go on. 
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ITenriette. But you mustn’t come hack with your usual 
talk of fancies and delusions. 

Adolphe. You seem to have reason to fear that I may. 

Henrietta. I fear nothing, but I know .you and your 
s(‘epti(*ism - Well, and then you mustn’t tell this to any- 
bod>^ — promise me! 

Adolphe. I promise. 

Henuiette. Now think of it, although I must say it’s 
something terrible: I have partial evidence that Maurice is 
guilty, or at hast, I have reasonable suspicions 

Adolphe. You don’t mean it! 

Henuiette. Listen, and judge for yourself. When Mau- 
rice h^ft me in the Bois, he said he was going to see Marion 
alone, as the mother was out. An<l now I have discovered 
afterward that he did meet the mother. So that he has 
been lying to me. 

Adolphe. That’s possible, and his motive for doing so 
may have been the best, but how can anybody conclude 
from it that he is guilty of a murder.^ 

Henriette. Can’t you see that.^ — Don’t you under- 
stand 

Adolphe. Not at all. 

Henriette Because you don’t want to! — Then there, 
is nothing hrft for me but to report him, and we’ll see whether 
he can prove an alibi. 

Adolphe. Henriette, let me tell you the grim truth. You, 
like he, have reached the border line of—insanity. The 
demons of distrust have got hold of you, and each of you is 
using his own sense of partial guilt to wound the other with. 
Let me see if I can make a straight guess: he has also come 
to suspect you of killing his child. ^ 

Henriette. Yes, he’s mad enough to do so. 

Adolphe, You call his suspicioils mad, but not your own. 
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Henriette. You have first to prove the contrary, or that 
I suspect him unjustly. 

Adolphe. Yes, that’s easy. new autopsy has proved 
that Marion died of a well-known disease, the queer name of 
whicli I cannot recajj just now. 

Henriette. Is it true?, , 

Adolphe. The official repTort is printed in to-day’s paper. 

Henriette. I don’t take any stock in it. They can make 
up that kind of thing. 

Adolphe. Beware, Henriette — or you may, without know- 
ing it, pass across tliat border line. Beware especially of 
throwing out accusations that may put you into prison. 
Beware! [He places his hand on luyr head] You hate Maurice.^ 

Henriette. Beyond all bounds! 

Adolphe. When love turns into hatred, it means that it 
was tainted from the start. 

Henriette. [In a qujeter mood] What am I to do? Tell 
me, you who are the only one that understands me. 

Adolphe. But you don’t want any sermons. 

Henriette. Have you nothing else to offer me? 

Adolphe. Nothing else. But they have helped me. 

Henriette. Preach away then! 

• Adolphe. Try to turn your hatred against yourself. Put 
the knife to the evil spot in yourself, for it is there that your 
trouble roots. 

Henriette. Explain yourself. 

Adolphe. Part from Maurice first of all, so that you cannot 
nurse your qualms of conscience together. Break off your 
career as an artist, for the only thing that led you into it was 
a craving for freedom and fun — as they call it. And you 
have seen now how much fun there is in it. Then go home 
to your mother. 

Henriette. Never! 
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Adolphe. Some otluT place I hen. 

IIenihette. I siii)posc ,yoii know, Adolplic, that I liave 
guessed your secret and wlnj you wouldn'l accept the prize? 

Adolphe. Oli, I assumed that you would* .unrlerstand a 
lialf-lold story. f 

IIenr[ETTK. Well — wliat did you do to get peace? 

4 

Adolphe. Wliat T have suggeste<l: I heeame (‘onseious of 
my guilt, rej)cnted, fleeid<‘d to turn over a ikjw leaf, and 
arrangc'd iiiy life like that of a penitent. 

IIExMHETTE. How can you repent when, like me, you have 
no eonseieiiet'? Is repentance an act of grace bestowed on 
you as faith is? 

Adolphe. Everything is a grace, but it isn't granted un- 
less you seek if — Seek! 

Henriette remains silent, 

Adolphe. But don’t wait beyond the allot U'd time, or you 
may harden yourself until you tumble down into the irre- 
trievable. 

Henriette. [After a pause] Is eons(*ic‘nee fear of punish- 
ment? 

Adolphe. No, it is the horror inspired in our better selves 
by the misdi ^mIs of our lower selves. 

Henriette. Then I must have a conscience also? 

Adolphe. Of course 3^ou have, but 

Henriette. Tell me, Adolphe, arc you what they call 
religious? 

Adolphe. Not the least bit. 

Henriette. It’s all so queer — What is religion? 

Adolphe. Frankly speaking, I don’t know! And I don’t 
think anybody else can tell you. Sometimes it appears to 
me like a punishment, for nobody becomes religious without 
having a bad conscience. 
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Henrtette. Yes, it is a piiiiislmicnt. Now I know wliat 
to do. Good-hye, Adolphe! 

Adolphe. YoiTll go away from here? 

IIenkiette. Yes, I am going — low here you said. Goodd)ye 
my friend! Good-bye, Madame Catherine! 

Mme. Catherine. Have you to go in such a hurry? 

Henrtette. Yes. • 

Adolphe. Do you want me to go with you? 

IIp:nriette. No, it wouldn’t do. I am going alone, alone 
as I came hen*, one day in Spring, ihinking that I belong(*d 
w'h(*re I don’t belong, and believing there was something 
called freedom, which does not exist. Good-bye! out, 

Mme. Catherine. I hope that lady never comes back, 
and I w ish she had never come here at all ! 

Adolphe. Who knows but that she may have had some 
mission to fill here? And nt any rate slui deserves pity, 
endless pity. 

• Mme. Catherine. 1 don’t deny it, for all of us deserve 
that. 

Adolphe. And she has even done* l(\ss w rong than the rest 
of us. 

Mme. Catherine. That's possible, but not jjrobable. 

Adolphe. Y^ou are always so sevcTc*, jVladame Catherine. 
Tell me: have you never done anything wu*ong? 

Mme. Catherinto. [Startled] Of course, as I am a sinful 
human creature. But if you have been on thin ice and 
fallen in, you have a right to tell others to keep away. And 
you may do so without being held severe or uncharitable. 
Didn’t*! say to Monsieur Maurice the moment that lady 
entered here: Look out! Keep aw^ay! And he didn’t, and 
so he fell in. Just like a naughty, self-willed child. And 
wdien a man acts like that he has to have a spanking, like 
any disobedient youngster. 
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Adolphe. Well, hasn’t he had his spanking? , 

Mme. Catherine. Yes,«bul it does not seem to have been 
enough, as he is still going arpund complaining. 

Adolphe. That’s a very popular interprclation of the 
whole intricate question. 

Mme. Catiierlne. Oh, pish! You do nothing but phil- 
osophise about your vices, and while you are still at it the 
police come along and solve the riddle. Now please leave 
me alone with my accounts! 

Adolphe. There’s Maurice now. 

Mme. Catherine. Yes, God bless him! 

Maurice. [Enters ^ his face very jl ashed , and takes a seat 
near AdolpheJ Good evening. 

Mme. Catherine yiods and goes on figuring, 

Adolphe. Well, how's everything with you? 

Maurice. Oh, beginning to clear up. 

Adolphe. [Ilamls him a nev\spaper^. ivhick Maurice does 
not take] So you have read the paper? 

Maurice. No, I don’t read the pui)crs any longer. There’s 
nothing but infamies in them. 

Adolphe. But you had better read it first 

Maurice. No, I won’t ! It’s nothing but lies — But listen : 
I have found a new clue. Can you guess who committed that 
murder? 

Adolphe, Nobody, nobody! 

Maurice. Do you know where Henriette was during that 
quarter hour when the child was left alone — She was 
there! And it is she who has done it! 

Adolphe. You are crazy, man. 

Maurice. Not I, but Henriette, is crazy. She suspects 
me and has threatened to report me. 

Adolphe. Henriette was here a while ago, and she used 

\ 

the self-same words as you. Both of ycyi are crazy, for it 
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has b^en proved by a second autopsy that the child died 
from a well-known disease, the name of which I have for- 
gotten. 

Maurice. It isn’t true! 

Adolphe. That’j^ what she said also. But the oflScial 
report is printed in tlie p^iper. 

Maurice. A report? Then they have made it up! 

Adolphe. And that’s also what she said. The two of you 
are suffering from the same mental trouble. But with her 
I got far enough to make her realise her own condition. 

Maurice. Where did she go? 

Adolphe. She went far away from here to begin a new 
.life. 

Maurice. Hm, hm! — Did you go to the funeral? 

Adolphe. 1 did. 

Maurice. Well? 

Adolphe. Well, Jea,nne seemed resigned and didn’t have 
a hard word to say about you. 

Maurice. She is a good woman. 

Adolphe. Why did you desert her then? 

Maurice. Because I was crazy — blown up with pride 
especially — and then we had been drinking champagne 

Adolphe. Can you understand now why Jeanne wept 
when you drank champagne? 

MAuracE. Yes, I understand now — And for that reason 
I have already written to her and asked her to forgive me — 
Do you think she will forgive me? 

Adolphe. I think so, for it’s not like her to hate anybody. 

Maurice. Do you think she will forgive me completely, 
so that she will come back to me? 

Adolphe. Well, I don’t know about thati You have 
shown yourself so poor in keeping faitli that it is doubtful 
whether she will tjjust her fate to you any longer. 
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Mauuk'K. But I (“an fuel tliat licr fondness for me has not 

< 

(•(‘used, and I know she will conu* hack lo iti(\ 

AnoLiMiE. flow can you know lluil? How can you be- 
lieve it? Didn't you even susj)cct her and that decent 
brother of hers of having sent th(' police after Henriettc out 
of revenge? 

Mauhice. But I don’t beliew' it any longer — that is to 
say, I guess tliat hallow Emile is a pretty sliek customer. 

Mmk, CATirp:RnvE. Now look liend Wliat are you saying 
of IMonsieur Emile? Of course, h(' is nothing but a work- 
man, but if everybody k(*j>t as straight as he — There is 
no flaw in him, but a lot of siaise and tact. 

Emile. [Kr/fers] IMonsieur Gerard? 

Maokice. That’s me. 

Emile. Pardon me, l)ut I have something to say to you 
in private. 

IMaukic E. Go right on. We are all friends here. 

The Abbe enters' ami down, 

Emile. [With a glance at the Abbe] Perhaps after 

Mauuh’E. Never mind. The Abbe is also a friend, al- 
though he and I differ. 

Emile. You know who I am. Monsieur Gerard? My 
sister has ask ^d me to give you this package as an answer 
to your letter. 

Maurice takes the package and opens it, 

Emile. And now I have only to add, seeing as I am in a 
way my sister's guardian, that, on her behalf as well as my 
own, I acknowh'dge 3^011 free of all obligations, now when the 
natural tie between you does not exist any longer. 

Maurice. But 3^ou must have a grudge against me? 

Emile. Must I? I can’t see why. On the other hand, I 
should like to have a declaration from you, here in the pres- 
ence of your friends, that you don't think either me or my 
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sister capable of such a meanness as to send the police after 
Mademoiselle Ilenriette. 

Maurice. I wish to take back what I said, and I offer you 
my apology, if* you will accept it. 

Emile. It is acc^ted. And I wish all of you a good 
evening. ^ ^ [Goes out, 

Everyrody. Good evening! 

Maurice. The tie and the gloves which Jeanne gave me 
for the opening night of my play, and which I let Henriette 
throw into the fireplace. Who can have picked them up.'^ 
Everything is dug up; everything comes back! — And when 
she gave them to me in the cemetery, she said she wanted 
me to look fine and handsome, so that other people would 
like me also — And she herself staye<l at home — This 
hurt her too deeply, and well it might. I have no right to 
keep company with docent human beings. Oh, have I done 
this.^ Scoffed at a gift coming from a good heart; scorned a 
sacrifice offered to my own welfare. This w^as what I threw 
away in order to get — a laurel that is lying on the rubbish 
heap, and a bust that would have belonged in the pillory — 
Abbe, now I come over to you. 

Abbe. Welcome! 

• Maurice. Give me the word that I need. 

Abbe. Do you expect me to contradict your self-accusa- 
tions and inform you that you have done nothing wrong? 

Maurice. Speak the right word ! 

Abbe. With your leave. I’ll say then that I have found 
your behaviour just as abominable as you have found it 
yourself.* 

Maurice, What can I do, what can I do, to get out of 
this? 

Abbe. You know as well as I do. 

Maurice. No, I know*only that I am lost, that my life 
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is spoiled, my career cut off, my reputation in this world 
ruined foreviT. 

« 

Aube. And so you are looking for a new existence in some 
better world, which you arc now beginning tol^elicve in.?^ 

Maurice. Yes, that’s it. 

Abbe. You have been living iii the flesh and you want 
now to live in the spirit. Are you then so sure that this 
world has no more attractions for you.^ 

Maurice. None whatever! Honour is a phantom; gold, 
nothing but dry leaves; women, mere intoxicants. Let me 
hide myself behind your consecrated walls and forget this 
horrible dream that has filled two days and lasted two 
eternities. 

AuBfc. All right! But this is not the place to go into the 
matt(T more closely. Let us make an appointment for this 
evening at nine o’clock in the Church of St. Germain. For I 
am going to preach to the inmates of St. Lazare, and that 
may be your first step along the hard road of penitence. 

Maurice. Penit(*nce.^ 

Abbe. Well, didn’t you wish 

Maurice. Yes, yes! 

Abbe. Then wc have vigils between midnight and two 
o’clock. 

Maurice. That will be splendid ! 

Abb^]. Give me your hand that you will not look back. 

Maurice. [Rising, holds out his hand] Here is my hand, 
and my will goes with it. 

Servant Girl. [Enters from the kitchen] A telephone call 
for Monsieur Maurice. 

Maurice. From whom? 

Servant Girl. From the theatre. 

Maurice tries to get away, but the Abbe holds on to his 
hand. 
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ABB;p. [To the Servant Girl] Find out what it is. 

Servant Girl. They want to know if Monsieur Maurice 
is going to attend the performariipe to-night. 

Abbe. [To Maurice, who is trying to get away\ No, I 
won’t let you go. 

Maurice. What perfonrwance is that.?^ 

Adolphe. Why don’t you read the paper? 

Mme. Catherine and the Abbii. He hasn’t read the paper? 

Maurice. It’s all lies and slander. [To the Servant Girl] 
Tell them that I am engaged for this evening: I am going to 
church. 

The Servant Girl goes out into the kitchen, 

. Adolphe. As you don’t want to read the paper, I shall 
have to tell you that your play has been put on again, now 
when you are exonerated. And your literary friends have 
planned a demonstration for this evening in recognition of 
your indisputable talenf. 

• Maurice. It isn’t true. 

Everybody. It is true. 

Maurice. [After a pause] I have not deserved it! 

Abbe. Good! 

Adolphe. And furthermore, Maurice 

Maurice. [Hiding his face in his hands] Furthermore! 

Mme. Catherine. One hundred thousand francs! Do 
you see now that they come back to you? And the villa 
outside the city. Everything is coming back except Made- 
moiselle Henriette. 

Abbe. [Smiling] You ought to take this matter a little 
more seriously, Madame Catherine. 

Mme. Catherine. Oh, I cannot — I just can’t keep serious 
any longer! 

[She breaks into open laughter^ ichiclf she vainly tries to 
smother wi^h her )iandkcrchief. 
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Addlpiie. Say, Maurice, the play begins at eiglit. ^ 

Abbk. But the cluircli .services are at nine. 

Adolphe. Mauric(‘! 

Maie. (Utiieulve. Lei us hear what tlie end is going to 
be, Monsieur Maurice. 

Matjuk’E drops his head oa •*he table, in his arms, 

z\dolpiie. Loose him, Abbe! 

An BE. No, it is not for me to loose or bind. He must do 
lluit himself. 

Maukice. [liisin(/] Well, I go with the Abbe. 

Abbe. No, my young friend. 1 have nothing to give you 
but a scolding, which you can give yourself. And you owe 
a duty to yourself and to your good name. That you have 
got through with this as quickly as you have is to me a sign 
that you have suffered your punishment as intensely as if it 
had lasted an eternity. And when Providence absolves you 
there is nothing for mo to add. 

Maurice. But why did the punishment have to be so 
hard when I was innocent.^ 

Abbe. Ilard.^ Only two days! And you were not inno- 
cent. For we have to stand responsible for our thoughts 
and words and desires also. And in your thought you be- 
came a munlerer when your evil self wished the life out of' 
your child. 

Maurice. You arc right. But my decision is made. 
To-night I will meet you at the church in order to have a 
reckoning with myself — but to-morrow evening I go to the 
I heat re. 

Mme. Catherine. A good solution, Monsieur Maurice. 

Adolphe. Yes, that is the solution. Whew! 

Abbe. Yes, so it is! , 


Curtain, 
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.INTRODU'CTION 


The volume contaiiiinft* tlio translation of “There Are 
Crimes and Crimes” had barely reached the public when 
word came across the ocean that August Strindberg had ended 
his long fight witli life. His family had long suspected some 
serious organic trouble. Early in the year, when lie had just 
recovered from an illness of temporary charaetiT, iJieir worst 
fears l)ccame confirmed. An examination discloseil a ease of 
dancer in the stomacli, and the disease pr()gr€\sscd so rapidly 
iJiat soon all hope of recovery was out of the question. On 
May 14, 191^, Strindberg died. 

With his death peace came in more senses than one. All 
the fear and hatred whit*h he had incurred by what was best 
as well as worst in him seemed to be laid at rest with liis own 
worn-out body. The love and the admiration which he hfid 
won in far greater measure were granted unchecked expres- 
sion. His burial, otherwise as simple as he himself had pre- 
scribed, was a truly national event. At the grave of the 
arch-rebel appeared a royal prince as official representative 
of the reigning house, the entire cabinet, and numerous mem- 
bers of the Riksdag. Thousands of men and women repre- 
senting the best of Sweden’s intellectual and artistic life went 
to the cemetery, though the hour of the funeral was eight 
o’clock in the morning. It was an event in which the 
masses and the classes shared a common sorrow, the stand- 
ards of student organisations mingling with the banners of 
labour unions. And not only the capital, but the whole 
country, observed the day, as one of mourning. 
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A thought frequently recurring in the comment passed on 
Strindberg’s deiith by the European press was that, in some 
mysterious manner, he, more than any other writer, appeared 
to be the incarnation of the past century, with its nervous 
striving after truth, its fear of being duped, and its fretting 
dread that evolution and progress^ might prove antagonistic 
tcTins. And at that simple grave in Stockholm more than 
one bareheaded spectator must have heard the gravel rattle 
on the coffin-lid with a feeling that not only a great indi- 
vidual, but a whole human period— great in spite of all its 
weaknesses — was being laid away for ever. 

Among more than half a hundred plays produced by Strind- 
berg during his lifetime, none has won such widespread atten- 
tion as ‘'Miss Julia,” both on account of its masterful con- 
struction and its gripping theme. Whether liking or disliking 
it, critics have repeatedly compared it with Ibsen's “Ghosts,” 
and not always to the advantage of the latter work. It repre- 
sents, first of all, its author’s most determined and most daring 
end<*avour to win the modern stage for Naturalism. If he 
failed in this effort, it must be recalled to his honour that he 
was among the first to proclaim his own failure and to advo- 
cate the se« king of new paths. When the work was still hot 
from his hands, however, he believed in it with all the fervour 
of which his spirit was capable, and to bring home its lesson 
the more forcibly, he added a preface, a sort of dramatic 
creed, explaining just what he had tried to do, and why. 
This preface, which has become hardly less famous than the 
play itself, is here, as I believe, for the first time rendered 
into English. The acuteness and exhaustiveness of its anal- 
ysis serves not only to make it a psychological document of 
rare value, but also to save me much of the comment which 
without it might be deemed needful. 
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Years later, while engaged in eondueting a tlieatre for the 
exclusive performance of his own p^fiys at Stockholm, Strind- 
berg formulated a new dramatic^ creed —that of his mystical 
period, in whidi he was wont to sign himself “the author of 
‘Gustaviis Vasa,’ ‘TJie Dream Flay,’ ‘The Last Knight,’ etc.” 
It took the form of a pamjdilet entitled “A Memorandum to 
the Members of the Intimate Thealre from the Stage Direc*- 
tor” (Stockholm, 1908). There he gave the h)llowing data 
concerning “Miss Julia,” and the movement which that play 
helped to start: 

“In the '80\s the new time began to extend its demands 
for reform to the stage also. Zola declarc'd war against the 
French comedy, with its Brussc'ls carpets, its patent-leather 
shot's and paten t-leatlu'r themes, and its tlialoguc reminding 
one of the questions and answers of the Catecliism. In 1887 
Antoine o])encd his Jlicatn* Libre at Paris, and ‘Therese 
Raqiiin,’ all hough nothing but an adapted novel, became the 
dominant model. It was the powerful theme and the con- 
centrated form that showed innovation, all hough the unity 
of time was not yet obs(*rved, and curtain falls were retained. 
It was then I WTote my dramas: *i\Iiss Julia,’ ‘The Father,’ 
and ‘Creditors.’ 

. “‘Miss Julia,’ which was equipped with a lunv well-known 
preface, was staged by Antoine, but not until 1892 or 1898, 
having previously been played by the Students’ Association 
of the Copenhagen University in 1888 or 1889. In the spring 
of 1893 ‘Creditors’ w^as put on at the Theatre L’(Euvre, in 
Paris, and in the fall of the same yt'ar ‘The Father' was given 
at the sitme thealre, with Philippe Gamier in the title part. 

“But as early as 1889 the Freie Biihne had be(*n started 
at Berlin, and Ix'fore 1893 all three of my dramas had been 
performed, ‘]\Iiss Julia’ was preceded by a lecture given l)y 
Paul Schlenther, now diiVctor of the Ilofburg Theater at 
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Vienna. The principal parts were played by Rosa Bertens, 
Emanuel lleicher, Rittner and Jarno. And Sigismu'nd Lau- 

f 

tenburg, cHrector of the Residenz Theater, gave more than 
one hundred performances of ‘Creditors.’ * 

“Then followed a period of comparative silence, and the 
drama sank back into the old ruts, until, with the beginning 
of the new century, Reinhardt opened his Kleines 'llieater. 
Tliere I w^s played from the start, being reprt'sented by the 
long one-act drama ‘The Link,’ as well as by ‘Miss Julia’ 
(with Eysoldt in the title part), and ‘ There Are Crimes and 
Crimes.’” 

lie went on to tell how one European city after another 
had got its “Little,” or “Free,” or “Intimate” theatre. 
And had he known of it, he might have added that the prom- 
ising venture started by Mr. Winthrop Ames at New York 
comtAs as near as any one of its earlier rivals in the faithful 
cmliodiment of those theories which, wnth Promethean rash- 
ness, he had flung at the head of a startled wwld in 1888. 
For the usual thing has happened: what a quarter-century ago 
seemed almost ludicrous in its radicalism belongs to-day to 
the established traditions of every progressive stage. 

Had Strindberg been content with his position of 1888, 
many honours now withheld might have fallen to his share. 
But like Ibsen, he was first and last — and to the very last!— 
an innovator, a leader of human thought and human endeav- 
our. And so it happened that when the rest thought to have 
overtaken him, he had already hurried on to a more advanced 
position, heedless of the scorn poured on him by those to 
whom “consistency” is the foremost of all human virtues. 
Three years before his death we find him writing as follows 
in another pamphlet — “An Open Letter to the Intimate 
Theatre,” Stockholm, 1909 — of the position once assumed so 
proudly and so confidently by himself: 
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“As the Intimate Theatre counts its inception from the 
successfJl performance of ‘Miss Julia’ in it was quite 

natural that the young director (August Falck) should feel 
the influence of the Preface, which recommended a search for 
actuality. But that was twenty years ago, and although I 
do not feel the need of attacking myself in this connection; I 
cannot but regard all that pottering with stage properties as 
useless.” 

It has been customary in this country to speak of the play 
now presented to the public as “Countess Julie.” The noble 
title is, of course, picturesque, but incorrect and unw^arranted. 
It is, I fear, another outcome of that tendency to exploit the 
most sensational elements in Strindberg’s art which has 
caused somebody to translate the name of his first great 
novel as “Tlic Scarlet Hoorn,” — instead of simply “The Hod 
Room,” — thus hoping to connect it in the reader’s mind with 
the scarlet woman of the* Bible. 

In Sweden, a countess is the wife or widow of a count. 

•His daughter is no more a countess than is the daughter of 
an English earl. Her title is that of “Frbken,” wdiich (corre- 
sponds exactly to the German “Fraulein” and the English 
‘tMiss.” Once it w^as reserved for the young women of the 
nobility. By an agitation which shook all Sw^eden with 
mingled fury and mirth, it became extended to all unmarried 
women. 

The French form of Miss Julia's Christian name is, on the 
other hand, in keeping with the author’s inb^ntion, aiming at 
an expression of the foreign sympathies and manners which 
began to characterise the Swedish nobility in the eighteenth 
century, and which continued to assert themselves almost to 
the end of the nineteenth. But in English that form would 
not have the same significance, and nothing m the play makes 
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its use imperative. The valet, on tlio other hand, would 
most appropriately be iiamt'd Jean both in England and 
here, and for that reason I have retained this form of his 
name. 

Almost every one translating from tlu* Scandinavian lan- 
guages insists on creating a <liflicijlty out of the fac‘t that the 
three northern nations- -like the (Germans and the French - 
still use the se(!ond person singular of the personal pronoun 
to indicate a closer degree of familiarity. But to translat(i 
the Swedish “du” with the English “thoiF’ is as erroneous 
as it is awkward. Tytler laid (k)wn his “ Principles of 'IVans- 
lation” in 1791 — and a majority of translators are still un- 
aware of their existence. Yet it ought to seem self-evident 
to every thinking mind that idiomatic equival(‘n(‘e, not verbal 
identity, must form the basis of a good and faithful transla- 
tion. When an English mother uses “you’' to her child, she 
establishes thereby the only rational equivalent for the “du” 
used under similar cireumstances by her Swedish sister. 

Nobody familiar with the English language as it actually 
springs from the lips of living men and women can doubt 
that it offers ways of expressing varying shades of intimacy 
no less effective than any found in the Swedish tongue. Let 
me give an illustration from the play immcfliabdy under dis- 
cussion. Returning to the stage afttT the ballet scene, Jean 
says to Mi^s Julia: “I love you — c*an you doubt it?” And 
her reply, literally, is: “You.^ — Say thou!” I liave merely 
made him say: “Can you doubt it. Miss Julia?” and her 
answer: “Miss.^ — Call me Julia!” As that is just what 
would happen under similar circumstances among 'English- 
speaking people, I contend that not a whit of the author’s 
meaning or spirit has been lost in this translation. 

If ever a play was written for the stage, it is this one. And 
on the stage there is nothing to take the place of the notes 
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and introductory (wplaiiatioiis tiiat so fre(|iu?nlly encumber 
the printed voliiinc. On tlie stage ^11 (‘xplanalions must lie 
within the play itsedf, and so they slioiild in the hook also, I 
believe. The translator is either an artist or a man unlit for 
liis work. As an artist lie must have a courage that cannot 
eviMi be cowed by his rever(;nco for the work of a great crea- 
tiv(‘ genius. If, inistak<'nl>\ h(‘ revere the halter of tlial work 
insb'ad of its spirit, then lu' will reduce his own task to mere 
literary carpentry, and from his pen will spring not a living 
form, like the one he has been set to transplant, but only a — 
death mask! 
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Like almost all otlier art, that of the stage has long seemed 
to me a sort of Bihlia Pauperum,, or a Bible in pictures for 
those wlio cannot read what is written or printed. And in 
the sam(' way the playwright has seemed to me a lay preaclier 
spreading tJie thoughts of his time in a form so popular that 
the middle classes, from which theatrical audiences are mainly 
drawn, can know what is being talked about without troubling 
tlieir brains too much. F or this reason the theatre has always 
served as a grammar-school to young people, women, and 
those who have acquired a little knowledge, all of whom re- 
tain the capacity for deceiving themselves and being deceived 
— which means again that they are susceptible to illusions 
produced by the suggestions of the author. And for the 
same reason I have had a feeling that, in our lime, when tlie 
rudimentary, incomplete thought processes operating through 
our fancy seem to be developing into reflection, research, 
and analysis, the theatre might stand on the verge of being 
abandoned as a decaying form, for the enjoyment of wliicli 
Ave lack the requisite conditions. The prolonged theatri(‘al 
crisis now prevailing throughout Europe speaks in favour of 
such a supposition, as well as the fact that, in the civilised 
countries producing the greatest thinkers of the age, namel}^ 
England and Germany, the drama is as dead as arti most of 
the other fine arts. 

In some other countries it has, however, been thought 
fxxssible to create a new drama by filling the old forms with 
the contents of a new time. But, for one thing, there has 

. 96 • 



AUTHOR’S PREFACE 


97 


not been time for the new thoughts to become so popularised 
that the public might grasp tlic questions raised; secondly, 
minds have been so inflamed l>y party conflicts I hat pure 
and disinterested enjoyment has been excluded from places 
where one’s inncrmqft feelings arc violated and the tyranny of 
an applauding or hissing majority is exercised with the open- 
ness for which the theatre gives a chance; and, finally, there 
has been no new form devised for the new contents, and the 
new wine lias burst the old bottles. 

In the following drama I have not tried to do anything 
now — for that cannot be done — but I have tried to modernise 
the form in accordance with the demands which I tliought 
the new men of a new time might be likely to make on this 
art. And with such a purpose in view, I have chosen, or sur- 
rendered myself to, a theme that might well be said to lie 
outside the partisan strife of the day: for the problem of so(‘iaI 
ascendancy or declim*, of higher or lower, of b(d ter or worse, 
of men or women, is, has been, and will be of lasting interest. 
In selecting this tlunne from r(*al life, as it was related to me 
a nunibcT of years ago, when the incident imi)ressed me very 
deeply, I found it suited to a tragedy, because it can only 
make us sad to see a fortunately placed individual perish, 
•and this must be the case in still higher degree whim we see 
an entini family die out. But perhaps a time will arrive 
when we have become so developed, so enlightened, that 
we can remain indifferent before the spectacle of life, which 
now seems so brutal, so cynical, so heartless; when wc have 
closed up those lower, unreliable instruments of thought 
which vA* call feelings, and which have been rendered not 
only superfluous but liarmful by the final growth of our 
reflective organs. 

The fact that the heroine arouses our pity depends only on 
our weakness in not beirfg able to resist the sense of fear 
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that the same fate could befall ourstives. And yet it is pos- 
sible that a very sensitive spectator might fail to find satis- 
faction ill this kind of jiity^ while the man believing in the 
future might demand some positive suggestion for the abo- 
lition of evil, or, in other words, some Iciiid of programme. 
But, first of all, there is no absolute evil. That one family 
perishes is the fortune of another family, which thereby gets 
a chance \o rise. And the alternation of ascent and descent 
conslitutes one of life’s main cliarms, as fortune is solely de- 
termined by comparison. And to the man witli a programme, 
who wants to ri‘medy the sad circumstance that the hawk 
eats the dove, and the flea eats the hawk, I have this question 
to put: why should it be remedied? Life is not so mathe- 
matically idiotic that it lets only the big eat the small, but it 
liappens just as often that the bee kills the lion, or drives it 
to madness at least. 

Tliat my 1rag('dy makes a sad impression on many is their 
own fault. When we grow strong as wire the men of the 
first French n'volution, then we shall receivi' an uncondition- 
ally good and joyful impression from seeing the national 
forests rid of rotting and superannuated trees that liave stood 
too long in the way of others with ecpial right to a period of 
free grov ih — an impression good in the same way as that 
received from the death of one incurably diseased. 

Not long ago they reproache<l my tragedy ‘‘The Father” 
with being too sad — just as if they wanted merry tragedies. 
Everybody is clamouring arrogantly for “the jo}" of life,” and 
all theatrical managers are giving orders for farces, as if the 
joy of life consisted in being silly and picturing alf human 
beings as so many sufferers from St, Vitus’ dance or idiocy. 
I find the joy of life in its violent and cruel struggles, and my 
pleasure lies in knowing something and learning something. 
And for this reason I have selected an unusual but instruc- 
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live case — an exception, in a word — but a great exception^ 
proving the rule, which, of course, will provoke all lovers of 
the commonplace. And what also will ofFcnd simple brains 
is that my action cannot be traced back to a single motive, 
that the view-poin{ is not always the same. An event in 
real life — and this discovery is quite recent — springs generally 
from a whole series of more or less deep-lying motives, but 
of these the spectator chooses as a rule the one his reason can 
master most easily, or else the one reflecting most favourably 
on his power of reasoning. A suicide is cominilted. Had 
business, says the merchant. Unre(iuit(‘(l love, say the ladies. 
Sickness, says the sick man. CruslK'd hopes, says the ship- 
wrecked. But now it may be that the motive lay in all or 
none of these directions. It is possible that the one who is 
dead may have hid the main motive by pushing forward 
another meant to place his memory in a betli'r light. 

In explanation of Miss Julias sad fate I have sugg(\sted 
many factors: her mother’s fundamental instincts; her 
father’s mistaken upbringing of the girl; her ow n natiin', and 
the suggestive influence of her fiaiu*e on a weak and degen- 
erate brain; furthermore, and more dir<K*tly : the festive mood 
of the Midsummer Eve; the absence of her father; Ikt 
physical condition; her preoccupation w ith the animals; the 
excitation of the dance; the dusk of the niglit; the strongly 
aphrodisiacal influence of the flow^ers; and lastly the ehan(‘e 
forcing the two of them together in a secliuh'd room, to 
which must be added the aggressiveness of the excited 
man. 

Thus* I have neither been one-sidedly physiological nor 
one-sidedly psychological in my procedure. Nor ha\’o I 
merely delivered a moral preachment. This multiplicity of 
motives I regard as praiseworthy because it is in keeping 
with the views of our own time. And if others have done 
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the same thing before me, I may boast of not being the sole 
inventor of my paradoxes— as all discoveries are named. 

In regard to the charactci;-d rawing I may say that I have 
tried to make my figures rather “characterless,” and I have 
done so for reasons I shall now stale. ^ 

In the course of the ages the wojrd character has assumed 
many meanings. Originally it signified probably the domi- 
nant ground- note in the complex mass of the self, and as 
sucli it was (*onfused with temperament. Afterward it be- 
came the middle-class term for an automaton, so that an in- 
dividual whose nature had come to a stand-still, or who had 
adapted liimself to a certain part in life — wlio had ceased to 
grow, in a word — was named a character; while one remain- 
ing in a state of development — ^a skilful navigator on life’s 
river, who did not sail with (*lose-tied sheets, but knew wlum 
to fall off before the wind and when to luff again — was called 
lacking in character. And he was called so in a depreciatory 
sense, of course, because he was so hard to catch, to classify, 
and to keep track of. This middle-class notion about the 
immobility of the soul was transplanted to the stage, whenj 
the middle-class element lias always held sway. There a 
character became synonymous with a gentleman fixed and 
finished once for all — one who invariably appeanul drunk, 
jolly, sad. iVnd for the purpose of charactcTisation nothing 
more was needed than some physical deformity like a club- 
foot, a wooden leg, a red nose; or the person concerned was 
made to repeat some phrase like “That’s capital!” or “Barkis 
is willin’,” or something of that kind. This manner of re- 
garding human beings as homogeneous is preserved even by 
the great Moliere. Ilarpayon is nothing but miserly, al- 
though Ilarpagon might as well have been at once miserly 
and a financial genius, a fine father, and a public-spirited 
citizen. What is worse yet, his “defect” is of distinct ad- 
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vantage to his son-in-law and danghtor, who are his lieirs. 
and for that reason should not find fault with him, even if 
they have to wait a little for jlheir wedding. I do not be- 
lieve, therefore, in simple characters on tlie stage. And l!u‘ 
summary judgmevits of the author upon men — this one 
stupid, and that one brptal, this one jealous, and tiuit one 
stingy — should be challenged by the naturalisLs, who know^ 
tlie fertility of the soul-cornplcx, and w’lio realise iliat “vk*c‘” 
has a reverse very much resembling virtue. 

Because they are modern characters, living in a pcTiod of 
transition more hysterically hurried than its imincdiati' pn'- 
decessor at least, I have made my figures vacillating, out of 
joint, torn between the old and tlie new. And I do not think 
it unlikely that, through new^spaper reading and overheard 
conversations, modern ideas may have h'akcd down to tlie 
strata where domestic servants belong. 

My souls (or characters) ar<; conglomerates, made u]i of 
past and present stages of civilisation, scrai)s of liunianity, 
torn-off pieces of Sunday clothing turned into rags — all 
patclied together as is the human soul itself. Ancl I liave 
furthermore offered a toiK’li of evolutioiiary history by letting 
the weaker repeat words stolen from the stronger, and by let- 
ting diff(‘rent souls accept “ideas’' — or suggestions, as lh(‘y 
ar(‘ called — from each otlier. 

Miss Julia is a modern charactcT, not because the man- 
hating half- woman may not have existed in all ages, but b('- 
cause now, after her discovery, she has stepped to the front 
and begun to make a noise. The half- worn an is a type com- 
ing mo#e and more into prominence, selling herself nowadays 
for power, decorations, distinctions, diplomas, as formerly 
for money, and the type indicates clegeneration. It is not a 
good type, for it does not last, but unfortunately it has the 
power of reproducing itself and its misery through one more 
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generation. And (Jegenorate men seem instinctively to make 
their selection from tliis kind of women, so that they multiply 
and ])roduc‘c indetenninate soxes to whom life is a torture. 
Forlunali^Iy, however, they perish in the end, eitlier from 
dis<*ord witli real life, or from the irn^sistjhle revolt of tlu'ir 
suppressed iiistinets, or from foiled^ hopes of possessing' the 
man. The type is tragical, offering us the siieetacle of a 
d(‘sperale struggle against iialnre. IL is also tragical as a 
lloman(i(* iiduTitanee dispersed by the prevailing Natural- 
ism, which wants nothing but hap])iness: and for happiness 
strcjiig and sound races are recpiinxl. 

lint Aftfis Julia is also a remnant of llu' old military no- 
bility which is now giving way to the luwv nobility of iK'rvi's 
and brain. She is a victim of the discord whic^h a 
mother’s crime" jiroduces in a family, and also a victim of 
the day’s (h'lusions, of the circumstances, of Jier defcctiw 
constitution — all of whi(*li may be held ecpiivalent to tlui 
old-fashioned fate or universal hiw. The naturalist has w’ip(‘d 
out the idea of guilt, but he cannot wipe out the results of 
an action — punishment, jirison, or h'ar — and for the siniph' 
reason that th(‘y remain without regard to liis verdict. For 
fellow-beings that liave been wronged are not so good-natured 
as those on tlie outside, who have not been wronged at all, 
can be without cost to themselves. 

Even if, for reasons over which he could hav’c no control, 
the father should forego his vengeances the daughter would 
take vengeance upon herself, just as she' does in the* play, and 
she would be moved to it by that innate or accpiircd sense of 
honour which the upper classes inherit — w^hence? FAim the 
days of barbarism, from the original home of the Aryans, 
from the chivalry of the Middle Ages.^ It is beautiful, but 
it has become disadvantageous to the preservation of the 
vace. It is this, the nobleman’s hafakiri — or the law of the 
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inner conscience compelling tlie Japanese to cut open liis 

own a*l)domcn at tlu; insult of another — which survives, 

0 

lliongh somewhat modified, in the duel, also a privilege of ihe 
nohilily. For this reason the valet, JeaUy eontiniies to live, 
hut Miss Julia car^not live on without honour. In so far as 
lie lacks this life-endangering superstition about honour, the 
s(‘rf takes precedence of the earl, and in all of us Aryans there 
is some tiling of th(^ nobleman, or of Don Quixote, which 
niak(‘s us sympathise with the man who takes his own life 
Ix'cause he has committed a dishonourable dei'd and thus 
lost his honour. And we are noblemen to the extent of suffer- 
ing from sei'ing tlu! earth littered with the living corpse of 
one who was once great — yes, even if the one ihus fallen 
should rise again and make restitution by honourable deeds. 

Jean, the vahd, is of the kind that builds new stock — one 
in whom the differcntialion is clearly noticeable. lie was a 

cotter’s child, and he has train<*d liimsclf uf) to tlu* point 

» 

where the future gentleman has become visible. lie has 
found it easy to learn, having finely devc'Iopcd sinuses (smell, 
taste, vision) and an inslinct for beauty besides. IIi' has 
already risen in ihe world, and is strong (niough not to be 
sensitive about using other people’s services. lie has already 
become a stranger to his equals, despising them as so many 
outlived stagers, but also fearing and fleeing them because th(\v 
know his secrets, pry into his plans, watch his rise with tnivy, 
find look forward to his fall with pleasure. From this rcla- 
tionship springs his dual, indeterminate character, oscillating 
between love of distinction and hatred of those who have al- 
ready aMiievcd it. He says himself that he is an aristocrat, 
and has learned the secrets of good company. He is polished 
on the outside and coarse within. He knows filready how 
to wear the frock-coat with ease, but the cleanliness of his 
body cannot be guaranteed. 
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He feels respect for the young lady, but he is afraid of 
Christine, who has his dangerous secrets in her keeping. 
His emotional callousness is sufficient to prevent the niglit’s 
liappenings from exercising a disturbing influence on liis plans 
for the future. Having at once the slave’^ brutality and the 
master’s lack of squeamishness, he can see blood without 
fainting, and he can also bend Ijis back under a mishap 
until able to throw it off. For this reason he will emerge un- 
harmed from the battle, ami will probably end his days as 
the owner of a hot('l. And if he does not become a Rouma- 
nian count, his son will probably go to a university, and may 
even txvorne a county attorney. 

Otherwise, he furnishes us with rather significant informa- 
tion as to th(' way in which the lower (rlasses look at life 
from beneath — that is, when he speaks the truth, which is 
not often, as he ])refers what seems favourabIi‘ to himself 
to what is true. When Miss Julia suggests that the lower 
class(‘s must feel the pressure from above very heavily', Jean 
agrees with her, of course, because he wants to gain her sym- 
pathy. But he corrects himself at once, the moment he 
realises the advantage of standing apart from the herd. 

And Jean stands above Miss Julia not only because his 
fate is in ascendancy, but because he is a man. Sexually lie 
is the aristocrat because of his male strength, his more finely 
developed senses, and his capacity for taking the initiative. 
Ilis inferiority fh^pends mainly on the temjiorary social en- 
vironment ill which lie has to live, and which he probably 
can shed together with the valet’s livery. 

The mind of the slave speaks through his rever^ce for 
the count (as shown in the incident with the boots) and 
through his religious superstition. But he reveres the count 
principally as a possessor of that higher position toward 
which he himself is striving. Anc} this reverence remains 
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even when he has won the daughter of the house, and seen 
that thh beautiful shell covered nothing but emptiness. 

I don’t believe that any love relation in a “higher” sense 
can spring up between two souls of such different (juality. 
And for this reasor^ I let Miss Julia imagine her love to be 
protective or commiserative in its origin. And I let Jean 
suppose that, under different social conditions, he might feel 
something like real love for her. I believe love to be like the 
hyacinth, which has to strike? roots in darkness before it can 
bring forth a vigorous flower. In this case it shoots up 
quickly, bringing forth blossom and seed at once, and for 
that reason the plant withers so soon. 

Christine^ finally, is a female slave, full of servility an<l 
sluggishness acquired in front of the kitchen fire, and stuffed 
full of morality and religion that are nn^ant to serve Iut at 
once as cloak and scapegoat. Her church-going has for Its 
purpose to bring her quick and easy riddance of all respon- 
sibility for her domestic thieveries and to equip her with a 
new stock of guiltlessness. Otherwise slu? is a subordinate 
figure, and therefore purposely sketched in the same manner 
as the minister and the doctor in “The Father,” whom I de- 
signed as ordinary human beings, like the common run of 
country ministers and country doctors. And if these acces- 
sory characters have seemed mere abstractions to some people, 
it depends on the fact that ordinary ineTi are to a certain ex- 
tent impersonal in the exercise of their callings. This means 
that they are without individuality, showing only one sid(? 
of themselves while at work. And as long as the spectator 
does not feel the need of seeing them from other sides, my 
abstract presentation of them remains on the whole correct. 

In regard to the dialogue, I want to point out that I have 
departed somewhat from prevailing traditions by not turn- 
ing my figures into catechists who make stupid questions in 
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order to call forth witty answers. I have avoided the sym- 
metrical and mathematical etmstruction of the Frerich dia- 
logue, and have instead permitted the minds to work irregu- 
larly as they do in realit3% where, during conversation, the 
<*ogs of one mind seem more or less haphazardly to engage 
those of another one, and where no topic is fully exhausted. 
Naturally enough, tlierefore, the dialogue strays a good deal 
as, in the opening scenes, it acquires a material that later on 
is worked over, picked up again, repeated, expounded, and 
built up like the theme in a musical composition. 

Tlie plot is pregnant enough, and as, at bottom, it is con- 
cerned only wiiJi two persons, I have concentrated my atten- 
tion on these, introducing only one subordinate figure, the 
cook, and keeping the unfortunate spirit of the father hover- 
ing above and beyond the action. I have done this because 
I believe I have noticed that the psychological processes are 
what interest the people of our own day more than any- 
tliing else. Our souls, so eager for knowledge, cannot rest 
satisfied with seeing what happens, but must also learn 
how it comes to happen! What we want to see arc just the 
wires, the machinery. We want to investigate the box with 
tlu^ false bottom, touch the magic ring in order to find the 
suture, and look into the cards to discover how they arc 
marked. 

In this I have taken for models the monographic novels of 
the brothers de Goncourt, which have appealed more to me 
than any other modern literature. 

Turning to the technical side of the composition, I have 
tried to abolish the division into acts. And I have done so 
because I have come to fear that our decreasing capacity for 
illusion might be unfavourably afiFected by intermissions dur- 
ing which the spectator would have time to reflect and to get 
away from the suggestive influence of the author-hypnotist. 
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My play will probably last an hour and a half, and as it is 
possible to listen that length of time, or longer, to a leeture, 
a sermon, or a debate, I have imagined that a theatrical per- 
formance could not become fatiguing in the same time. As 
early as 1875^, in one of my first dramatic experiments, “The 
Outlaw,” I tried the same concentrated form, but with scant 
success. The play was written in five acts and wholly com- 
pleted when I became aware of the restless, scattered effect 
it produced. Then I burned it, and out of the ashes rose a 
singh', well-built act, covering fifty printed pages, and taking 
an hour for its performance. Thus the form of the present 
play is not new, but it seems to be my own, and changing 
{Esthetieal conventions may possibly make it timely. 

My hop(i is still for a public educated to the point where it 
can sit through a w^hole-eveiiing performance in a single act. 
But that point cannot be reached without a great deal of 
experimentation. In the meantime I have resorted to three 
art forms that are to 'provide resting-places for the public 
and the actors, without letting the })ublie escape from the 
illusion induced. All these forms are subsidiary to the 
drama. They arc the monologue, the pantomime, and the 
dance, all of them belonging originally to the tragedy of 
classical antiquity. For the monologue has sprung from the 
raonod 3 % and the (!horus has developed into the ballet. 

Our realists have excommunicated the monologue as im- 
probable, but if I can lay a proper basis for it, I (*an also make 
it seem probable, and then I can use it to good advantage. 
It is probable, for instance, that a speaker may walk back 
and forth in bis room practising his speech aloud; it is prob- 
able that an actor may read through his part aloud, that a 
servant-girl may talk to her eat, that a mother may prattle 
to her child, that an old spinster may chatter to her parrot, 
that a person may talk in his sleep. And in order that the 
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actor for once may have a chance to work in(J(‘pcn(Ientl>', 
and to be free for a moni,ent from the author's pointer, it is 
better that the monologues be not written out, but just indi- 
cated. As it matters comparatively little vvliat is said to 
the parrot or the cat, or in one’s slecpr— because it cannot 
influence tlu‘ aelioii — it is possible ihat a gifted actor, carried 
away by (he situation and the mood of the occasion, may im- 
provise such matters better than they could be written by 
the author, who cannot figure out in advance how^ much may 
be said, and how long the talk may last, without waking tlu! 
public out of their illusions. 

It is wi‘ll known that, on certain stages, the Italian thcaire 
lias returned to improvisation and thereby prodncecl creative 
actors — who, liowever, must follow the author’s suggestions — 
and this may be counted a step forward, or ev^en the begin- 
ning of a new art form that might well be called productive. 

Where, on the other hand, the monologues would seem un- 
real, I have used the pantomime, and there I have left still 
greater scope for the actor’s imagination — and for his desire 
to gain independent honours. But in order that the public 
may not be tried beyond endurance, I have permitted the 
music — which is amply warranted by the Midsummer Eve’s 
dance — to exercise its illusory power while the dumb show 
lasts. And I ask the musical director to make careful selec- 
tion of the music used for this purpose, so that incompatible 
moods are not induced by reminiscences from the last musical 
comedy or topical song, or by folk-tunes of too markedly 
ethnographical dist inction. 

The mere introduction of a scene with a lot of “"people” 
could not have taken the place of the dance, for such scenes 
arc poorly acted and tempt a number of grinning idiots into 
displaying their own smartness, whereby the illusion is dis- 
turbed. As the common people ‘do not improvise their 
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gibo.s, bat use ready-made plirases in wliieli stick some dou})le 
meaning, I have not composed tlw'ir lampooning song, but 
have appropriated a little known folk-dance which I person- 
ally noted down in a distric*t near Slockliolm. The words 
don't quite hit the Tpoint, but hint vaguidy at it, and this is 
intentional, for the cuni*ing (z. c., weakness) of the slave 
keeps him from any direct attack. Tliere must, tlum, b(‘ no 
clialtering clowns in a serious action, and no coarse floul- 
ing at a situation that puts the lid on the coffin of a whole 
family. 

As far as the scenery is concerned, I have borrowed from 
impressionistic painting its asymmetry, its quality of abnipt- 
iiess, and have thereby in my opinion strengthened the illu- 
sion. Because the whole room and all its contents are not 
shown, there is a chance to guess at things — that is, our 
imagination is stirred into complementing our vision. I have 
made a further gain insetting rid of those tiresome exits by 
means of doors, esp<‘cially as stage doors are made of canvas 
and swing back and forth at the lightest touch. They are 
not even ea})al)le of expressing the anger of an irate pater 
fainilias who, on leaving his home after a poor dinner, slams 
the door behind him “so that it shakes the whole house.” 
(On the stage the house sways.) I have also contented my- 
self with a single setting, and for the double purpose of making 
the figures become parts of their surroundings, and of break- 
ing with the tendency toward luxurious scenery. But having 
only a single setting, one may demand to have it real. Yet 
nothing is more difficult than to get a room that looks some- 
thing like a room, although the painter can easily enough 
produce waterfalls and flaming volcanoes. Let it go at can- 
vas for the walls, but we might be done with the painting of 
shelves and kitchen utensils on the canyis. We have so 
much else on the st^ge that is conventional, and in which we 



110 


MISS JULIA 


are asked to believe, that we might at least be spared the too 
great effort of l)elieving in j)ainted pans and kettles. 

I have placed the rear wall and the table diagonally across 
the stage in order to inak(' the actors show full face and half 
profile to the audience when they sit opjK)site each other at 
the table. In the opcTa “Aida'’ I^noticed an oblicpie back- 
ground, which led th(^ eye out into unse(‘n prospects. And 
it did not appear to be the result of any reaction against the 
fatiguing right angle. 

Another novelty well needed would be the abolition of 
the fool-lights. The light from Ix'low is said to have for 
its purpose Lo make the faces of the actors look fatter. Ibit 
I cannot h(‘lp asking: why must all actors be fat in the face.^, 
Does not this light from below tend to wipe out the subtler 
liiu^ameiits in the lower part of the face, and especially firound 
the jaws? Does it not giv(^ a false a})p('arance lo the nose 
and cast shadows upward over tJie ev(\s? If this be not so, 
another thing is certain: namely, that the eyes of the actors 
suffer from the light, so that the effective play of their 
glances is preclud(‘d. Coming from b(*Iow, the light, strikes 
the retina in places generally protected (except in sailors, 
who have to see the sun reff<*cted in the waU'r), and for this 
reason one observes hardly anything but a vulgar rolling of 
the eyes, either sideways or upwards, toward th(‘ galleries, 
so that nothing but the white of the eye shows. Perhaps 
the same cause may account for the tedious blinking of which 
especially the actresses Jirc guilty. And when anybody on 
the stage wants to use his eyes to speak with, no other way 
is left him but the poor one of staring straight at th^ public, 
with whom he or she then gets into direct communication 
outside of the frame provided by the setting. This vicious 
habit has, rightly or wrongly, been named “to meet friends.” 
Would it not be possible by meanj^ of strong side-lights (ob- 
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taincd by the employment of reflectors, for instance) to add 
to the ’resources already possessed# by the actor? Could not 
his mimicry be si ill further strengthened by use of the 
greatest asset possessed by the face?: the play of the eyes? 

Of course, I ha\«e no illusions about getting the actors to 
play for the public and# pot at it, although such a change 
would be highly desirable. I dare not even dream of be- 
holding the actor’s back throughout an important scene, 
but I wish with alt my heart that crucial scenes might not be 
played in the centre of the proscenium, like duets meant to 
bring forth applause. Instead, I should like to have them 
laid in the place indicated by the situation. Thus I ask for 
.no revolutions, but only for a few minor modificaiions. To 
make a real room of the stage, with the fourth wall missing, 
and a part of the furnilure plaird back toward the audience, 
would probably produce a disturbing effect at prestmt. 

In wishing to speak of tlu* facial mak(‘-up, I have no 
hope that the ladi(\s will listen to me, as they would rather 
look beautiful than lifelike. But the actor might consider 
whether it be to liis advantage to paint his fa(*e so that it 
shows some abstract type which covers it like a mask. Sup- 
pose that a man puts a markedly choleric line between the 
eyes, and imagine further tliat som<‘ remark demands a 
srnih* of this face fixed in a state of continuous wrath. What 
a horrible grimace will be tlie r(‘sult? And how can the wrath- 
ful old man i)roduce a frown on liis false forehead, which is 
smooth as a billiard ball? 

In modern psychological dramas, wIutc the subtlest move- 
ments ()f the soul are to be reflected on the face rather than 
by g('stures and noise, it would probably be well to experi- 
ment with strong side-light on a small stage, and with un- 
painted faces, or at least with a minimum of make-up. 

If, in additon, we might escape the visible orchestra, with 
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its disturbing lamps and its faces turned toward the public; 
if we could have the seatj^ on the main floor (the orchestra 
or the pit) raised so tliat the cyc‘s of the spectators would 
be above the knees of ttie actors; if we could get rid of the 
boxes with tlieir tittering parties of dinerfe; if we (!oiild also 
have the auditorium completely /kxrkened during the per- 
formance; and if, first and last, we could have a small stage 
and a small house: then a new drama lie art might ris(‘, and 
lh(* tlu'alre might at least become an institution for the en- 
t(‘rtainnieut of peoph' with culture. While waiting for this 
kind of th<'atr(\ I suppose w<‘ shall hav(‘ to write for th(' 
“ice-box,'’ and thus i)repare the repcTtory that is to come, 

I have made an attempt. If it prove a failure, there is, 
plenty of time to try over again. 
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PERSONS 

Miss Julia, aged twenty ’five 
Jean, a valeU aged thirty 
Christine, a cooky aged thirty-five 

The action takes place on Midsummer Eve, in the kitchen of 
the count's country house. 
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SCENE 

A large kitcheji: the ceiling and the side walls are hidden by 
draperies and hangings. The rear wall runs diagonally across 
the stage^ from the left side and away from the spectators. On 
this wally to the lefty there are two shelves full of utensils made of 
coppery irony and tin. The shelves are trimmed with scalloped 
paper. 

A little to the right jnay be seen three-fourths of the big 
arched doorway leading to the outside. It has double glass 
doors y through which are seen a fountain with a cupidy lilac 
shrubs in bloom, and the tops of some Lombardy poplars. 

On the left side of the stage is seen the corner of a big cook- 
stove built of glazed bricks; also a part of the smoke-hood 
above it. 

From the right jjrotrudes one end of the servants^ dining -table 
of uliiie pine, with a few chairs about it. 

The stove is dressed with bundled branches of birch. Twigs of 
juniper are scattered on the floor. 

On the table end stands a big Japanese splice pot full of lilac 
blossoims. 

An icebox, a kitchen-table, and a wash-stand. 

Above the door hangs a big old-fashioned hell on a steel spring, 
and the mouthpiece of a speaking-tube appears at the left of the 
door. 
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IK) 

Christine is sianiUng by the storCy frying scmctliing in a pan. 
She has on a dress of light-eoloured cottony irhieh she has 
covered np with a big kitchen apron, 

Jean entersy dressed in livery and carrying a pair of hUjy spurred 
riding-bootSy ivhich he places on the foor in such manner 
that they remain visible to the spectators, 

Jean. To night Miss Julia is orazy again; al)solut(‘ly 
crazy. 

Christine. So you’re ha(‘k again. ^ 

Jean. I took the count to the station, and wluai I came 
ba(*k by the barn, I went in and had a dan(‘e, and there T saw 
the young lady leading the dance with tlu‘ ganiek(‘eper. 
But when slie cauglit sight of ims slie rushecl right up to 
rne and asked me to clance the ladies’ waltz \\ith her. And 
ever since she’s been waltzing liki' — w(‘IK I nevcT saw the 
like of it. Sh(‘’s crazy! 

Christinpj. And lias always beem, but never tlie way 
it’s been this last fortniglit, since Ikt engagement was 
broken. 

Jean. Well, what kind of a story was that anyhow? He’s 
a fine fellow, isn’t he, although he isn't rich? Ugh, but 
they’re so lull of notions. [Sits dmmi at the ends of the table] 
It’s peculiar anyhow, that a young lad.\ — hm! — would rather 
stay at home with the .servants — don’t you think? — than go 
with her father to their rclative.s! 

Christine. Oh, I guess .sh(^ feels sort of embarrassed by 
that rumpus with her fellow. 

JeAxV. Quite likely. But there was some backboid' to that 
man just the same. Do you know how it happened, Chris- 
tine? I saw it, although I didn’t care to let on. _ 

Christine. No, <lid you? 

Jean. Sure, I 3 id. They were* in the stable-yard one 
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evening, and the young lady was training liiui, as slie call'd 
it. Do •you know what tliat ineaiit.^ She made him leap 
ov(T luT horse-wliip the way you tcaeli a dog to junii). 
^Iwice lie jumped and got a cut each Lime. I'he third time 
]u‘ took the whip oyl of lier liand and broke it into a thou- 
sand bits. And ilu^n Ik* gf>t out. 

CinusTiNE. So that's the way it luippeiu'd! You don’t 
say ! 

Je\n. Y('s, tliat’s how lhat thing happened. Well, Chris- 
tine*, what liave you got that's tasty? 

CiimsTiNE. [>SVTre.s* from the pan and puts the plate before 
Jr(ui\ Oh, just some kielney wliieh I cut out of tlie veal 
roast. 

Jean. [Smelling the food] Fine! That’s my great delice, 
[Feeling the plate] Bui you might have warmed the plate. 

CiimsTixXE. W(ill, if you ain't harder to please than tlic 
eount himself! [Pnlls his hair playfully. 

Jean. [Irritated] Don’t pull my hair! You know how sen- 
sitive I am. 

Christine. Well, well, it was nothing but a love pull, 
you know. 

Jean eats. 

CiiRisTiNE opens a bottle of beer. 

Jean. Beer — on Midsummer Eve? No, thank you! Then 
I have something better mys(*lf. [0 peris a table-drawer and 
takes out a bottle of claret tvith yellow cap] Yellow seal, mind 
you! Give mc^ a glass — and you use those with stems wdien 
you drink it pure. 

CiiRiapriNE. [IMurns to the stove and puts a small pan on 
the fire] Heaven preserve her that gets you for a husband, 
Mr. Finicky! 

Jean. Oh, rot! You’d be glad enough to get a smart 
fellow like me. And I guess it hasn’t hurt you that they 
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call me your beau. [Tasting the wine] Good! Pretty good! 
Just a tiny bit too cold.«[//<? warms the glass with his hands] 
We got this at Dijon. It cost us four francs per litre, not 
counting the bottle. And there was the duty besides. 
What is it you're cooking — wuth that infernal smell? 

Christine. Oh, it's some deviltry the young lady is going 
to give Diana. 

Jean. You should choose your words with more care, 
Christine. But why sliould you be cooking for a bitch on a 
holiday eve like this? Is she sick? 

Christine. Ye-es, she is sick. She's been running around 
with the gat(*-k('eper's pug — and news's lluTe's trouble — and 
the young lady just won't h<‘ar of it. 

Jean. The young lady is too stu(‘k up in some ways and 
not proud enough in otliers — just as was tin; countess wdiih' 
she lived. She was most at home in the kit(‘hen and among 
the cows, but she would never drive with only one horse. 
Slie w’ore her cuffs till they w(Te dirty, but she had to have 
cuff buttons with a coronet on them. And speaking of 
the young lad}^ she doesn’t take proper care of herself 
and her person. I might even say tliat she’s lackiiig in re- 
finement. Just now, when she was dancing in the barn, she 
pulled the guna^keeper away fn)ni Anna and ask(‘d him her- 
self to come and danc<j with Iht. We w^ouldn’t act in that 
way. Bui. that’s just how it is: when upper-class people 
want to demean themselves, then they grow — mean! But 
she’s splendid! Magnificent! Oh, such shoulders! And — 
and so on! 

Christine. Oh, well, don’t brag too much! I’ve heard 
Clara talking, who tends to her dressing. 

Jean. Pooh, Clara! You’re always jealous of each other. 
I, who have been^out riding with her — And then the way 
she dances ! 
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Christine. Say, Jean, won’t you dance with me when 
I’m done'? 

Jean. Of course I will. 

Christine. Do you promise.?^ 

Jean. Promise.^ When I say so, I’ll do it. Well, here’s 
thanks for the good food. It tasted fine! 

[Puts the cork hack into the bottle, 

Julia. [Appears in the doorufay^ speaking to somebody on 
the outside] I’ll be back in a minute. You go right on in the 
incanlirne. 

Jean slips the bottle into the table-drawer and rises re- 
spectfully, 

^ Julia. [Enters and goes over to Christine by the wa>sh-stand] 
Well, is il done yet.*^ 

Christine signs to her that Jean is present, 

Jean. [Gallanily] The ladies are liaving secrets, I believe. 

Julia. [Strikes him in the face with her handkerchief] That’s 

« 

for you, Mr. Pry ! 

Jean, Oh, what a delicious odor that violet has! 

Julia. [With coquetry] Impudent! So you know something 
about perfumes also? And know pretty well how to dance — 
Now don’t p('ep! Go away! 

Jean. [With polite impudence] Is il some kind of witches’ 
broth the ladies are cooking on Midsummer Eve — something 
to tell fortunes by and bring out the lucky star in which one’s 
future love is seen? 

Julia. [Sharply] If you can see that, you’ll have good eyes, 
indeed! [To Christine] Put it in a pint bottle and cork it 
well. Cdme and dance a schottische with me now, Jean. 

Jean. [Hesitatingly] I don’t want to be impolite, but I 
had promised to dance with Christine this time 

Julia. Well, she can get somebody else — can’t you, Chris- 
tine? Won’t you let me borrow Jean from you? 
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Christine. That isn’t for me to say. When Miss Julia 
is so gracious, it isn’t for.. him to say no. You just go along, 
and be thankful for the honour, too! 

Jean. Frankly speaking, but not wishing to offend in any 
way, I cannot help wondering if it’s wtse for Miss Julia to 
dance twdce in succ(\ssi(>n with the sanu' partner, especially 
as the people here are not slow* in throwing out hints 

Julia. [Flaring What is that? What kind of hints? 
What do you mean? 

Jean. [Submisswely] As you don’t want 1o iindcTstand, I 
have to speak more plainly. It don’t look w (11 to prefer one 
servant to all the rest wJio are exj)ecting to be honoured in 
the same unusual way 

Julia. Prefer! What ideas! I’m surprised! I, the mis- 
tress of the house, deign to honour this dance with my pres- 
ence, and when it so happens that 1 actually waiit to dance, 
I want to dance w ith one w ho knows how^ to l(‘ad, so that I 
am not made ridiculous. 

Jean. As you command, Miss Julia! I am at your servi(;e! 

Julia. [Softened] Don't tak(i it as a (*ommand. To-night 
we should enjoy ourselves as a lot of happy peopk*, and all 
rank should be forg(3tten. Now^ give me your arm. Don't 
be afraid, Christine! I’ll return your beau to you! 

Jean offers his arm to Miss Julia atuL leads her out. 


PANTOMIME 

Must he acted as if the actress were really alone in the place. 
When necessary she turns her hack to the public. She should 
not look in the direction of the spectators, and she should 
not hurry as if fearful that they might become impatient. 

Christine is alone. A schottischc tune played on a violin is 
heard faintly in the distance. 
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While humming the tune, Christine elears off the table after 
JkaVt, washes the plate at the Icjtchen table, wipes it, and 
puts it away in a cupboard. 

Then she takes off her apron, pulls out a small mirror from one 
of the tablc-draircrs and leans it against the flower jar on 
the table; lights a tallow candle and heats a hairpin, which 
she uses to curl her front hair. 

Then she goes to the door and stands there listening. Returns 
to the table. Discovers the handkerchief which Miss Julia 
has left behind, picks it up, and smells it, spreads it out 
absent-mindedly and begins to stretch it, smooth it, fold it 
up, and so forth. 


Jean. [Riders alone] Crazy, that’s wliat slio is! The way 
slie <laii<.’<‘s! And the jicople stand Indiiiid tlu^ doors and grin 
at her. What do you think of it, Christine.^ 

Christine. Oli, she lias her time now, and then she is 
always a little queer like that. But are you going to dance 
with me now.^ 

Jean. You are not mad at me because I disappointed 
you.^ 

Christine. No! — Not for a little thing like that, you 
know! And also, I know my place 

Jean. [Putting his arm around her leaist] You are a sen- 
sible girl, Christine, and I think you’ll make a good wife 

Julia. [Enters and, is unpleasantly surprised; speaks leith 
forced gayety] Yes, you are a fine partner — running away 
from your lady! 

Jean. *On the contrary. Miss Julia. I have, as you see, 
looked uj) the one I deserted. 

Julia. [Changing tone] Do you know, there is nobody that 
dances like you! — But why do you wear your livi'ry on an 
evening like this.^ Take it off at once! 
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Jean. Then I must ask you to step outside for a moment, 
as my black coat is hanging right here. 

[Poinis tmmrd the right and goes in that direction. 

Julia. Are you bashful on my account? Just to change a 
coat? Why don’t you go into your owmroom and come back 
again? Or, you can stay right here, and I’ll turn my back 
on you. 

Jean. With your permission. Miss Julia. 

Goes further over to the right; one of his arms can he 
seen as he changes his coat. 

Julia [To Christine] Are you and Jean engaged, that 
he's so familiar with you? 

Christine. Engaged? Well, in a way. We call it that. 

Julia. Call it? 

Christine. Well, Miss Julia, you have had a fellow of 
your own, and 

Julia. We were really engaged 

Christine. But it didn’t come to anything just the 
same 

Jean enters, dressed in black frock coat and black derby, 

Julia. Trh gentil. Monsieur Jean! Tres gentil! 

Jean. Vous voulez 'plaisanter, Madame! 

Julia. Et vous voulez parler franqais! Where did you learn 
it? 

Jean. In Switzerland, while I worked as sommelier in one 
of the big hotels at Lucerne. 

Julia. But you look like a real gentleman in your frock 
coat! Charming! [Sits down at the table. 

Jean. Oh, you flatter me. 

Julia. [Offended] Flatter — ^you! 

Jean. My natural modesty does not allow me to believe 
that you could be paying genuine compliments to one like 
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me, and so I dare to assume that you are exaggerating, or, 
as we etill it, flattering. 

Julia. Where did you learn to use your words like that.^ 
You must have been to the theatre a great dt'al.^ 

Jean. That, too.^ I have been to a lot of places. 

Julia, J3ut you witc born in this neighbourhood.^ 

Jean. My father was a cotter on the county attorney’s 
property right by here, and I can recall seeing you as a child, 
although you, of course, didn’t notice me. 

Julia. No, really! 

Jean. Yes, and I remember one time in particular — but of 
that I can’t speak. 

• Julia. Oh, yes, do! Why — just for once. 

Jean. No, really, I cannot do it now. Another time, 
perhaps. 

Julia. Another time is no time. Is it as bad as that? 

Jean. It isn’t bad, but it comes a little liard. Look at 
that one! 

Points to Christine, who has fallen asleep on a chair 
hif the stove, 

Julia. She'll make a pleasant wife. And perhaps she 
snores, too. 

Jean. No, she do(\sn’t, but she talks in her sleep. 

Julia. [Cynically] How <lo you know? 

Jean. [Insolently] 1 have heard it. 

Pause during which they study each other. 

Julia. Why don’t you sit down? 

Jean. .It wouldn’t be proper in your presence. 

Julia. But if I order you to do it? 

Jean Then I obey. 

Julia. Sit down, then! — But wait a moment! Can you 
give me something to driidi first? 
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Jean. I don't know what we have got in the icebox. I 
fear it is nothing but beer. 

Julia. And you call that nothing.? My taste is so simple 
that I prefer it to wine. 

Jean. [Takes a bottle of beer from the* icebox ami opens it; 
gets a glass and a plate from the cupboardy and serves the beer] 
Allow me! 

Julia. Thank you. Don't you want some yourself.^ 

Jean. I don't care very mueh for beer, but if it is a eom- 
mand, of course- 

Julia. Command? — I should think a polite genthunan 
might keep his lady company. 

Jean. Yes, that's the way it should be. 

[Opens another bottle and takes out a glass, 

Julia. Drink my health now! 

Jean hesitates, 

Julia. Are 3^011 bashful — a big, grown-up man? 

Jean. [Kneels with mock solemnity and raises his glass] To 
the health of my liege ladjd 

Julia. Bravo! — And now 3^011 must also kiss my shoe in 
order to g(‘t it just right. 

Je\n hesitates a moment: then he takes hold, of her foot 
and touches it lightly with his lips. 

Julia. Excellent! You should have Im^cu on the stage. 

Jean. [Rising to his feet] This won't do an 3^ longer, Miss 
Julia. Somebody might see us. 

Julia. What would that matter? 

Jean. Oh, it would set the people talking — that’s all! 
And if you only knew how their tongues wx're wagging up 
there a while ago 

JuJjIA. What did they have to say? Tell me — Sit down 
now! 

Jean. [Sits down] I don’t want 'to hurt you, but they were 
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iLsiiig expressions — wliieh cast n^flections of a kind that — oli, 
you know it yourself I You are noUa child, and when a lady 
is seen alone with a man, firinking — no matter if he’s only a 
servant — and at night — then 

Julia, Then whai?? And besides, we are not alone. Isn’t 
Christine with us? 

Jean. Yes — asleep! 

eluLTA. Then I'll wake her. [Rising] Christ inc, are you ashvp? 

Christine, [fn her sleep] Blub-blub-blub-blub! 

Julia. Christine! — Did you ever see such a slet'per. 

Christine. [In her sleep] The coiinl's bools are polished 
— put on the coffee — yes, yes, yes — my-my — pooh! 

.Julia. [Pinehes her nosc^ Can’t you wake* uj)? 

Jean. [Sternlg] Aon shouldn't bother those that slec'p. 

Julia. [Shar])ljj] What’s tliat? 

Jean. One who lias stood by the stove all day has a right 
to b(i tired at night. And sleep should be respected. 

Julia. [Changing tone] It is fine to think like that, and it 
does you honour — I thank you for it. [C/rc.? Jean her hand] 
Come now and pick some lilacs for me. 

During the following seenc Christine wakes up. She 
7noves as if still asleep and goes out to the right in order 
to go to bed. 

Jean. With you, JVliss Julia? 

JujJA. With me! 

Jean. Hut it won't do! Absolutely not! 

Julia. I can’t understand what you are thinking of. You 
couldn’t possibly imagine 

Jean. No, not I, but the people. 

Julia. What? That I am fond of the valet? 

Jean. I am not at all (‘onccited, but such things have hap- 
pened — and to the people nothing is sacred.^ 

Julia. You are an aristocrat, I think. 
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Jean. Yos, I am. 

Julia. And I am stepping down 

Jean. Take my advicv, IVIiss Julia, don't sh*}) down. 
Nobody will believe you did it on purpose. Tlio people will 
ahvays say tliat you fell dow n. 

Julia. I think better of the people than you do. C^onu' 
and see if I am not right. Come along! [She (xjlcs him. 

Jean. You're mighty queer, do you know’ ! 

Julia. Perhaps. But so are you. And for that matic'r, 
everything is queer. Life, men, everything — just a mush that 
floats on top of the water until it sinks, sinks down! I 
liave a dream that eornes baek to me ever so often. And 
just now I am reminded of it. I hav(^ climbed to the top of 
a eolumn and sit there without Ixuiig abhj to tell how to get 
down again. I get dizzy when I look down, and I must get 
down, but I haven't the courage to jump off. I cannot hold 
on, and I am longing to fall, and yet I don't fall. But there 
will be no rest for me until I g('t clown, no rest until I get 
down, down on the ground. And if I did n^acli the ground, 
I should want to get still further down, into the ground 
itself — Have you ever felt like that.^ 

Jean. No, my dream is tliat I am lying under a tall trc‘e 
in a dark wood. I want to get up, uj) to the top, so that I 
can look out over the smiling landscafx*, where tlie sun is 
shining, and so that I can rob the nest in w hich lie the gohhm 
eggs. And I climb and climb, but the trunk is so thick and 
smooth, and it is so far to the first branch. But I know that 
if I could only reach that first branch, then I should go right 
on to the top as on a ladder. I havc^ not reached it yet, but 
I am going to, if it only be in dreams. 

Julia. Here I am chattering to you about dreams! Come 
along! Only into the park! 

She offers her arm to him, dnd they go toward the door. 



MISS JULIA 


127 


Jean. Wc must sloop <m nine miJsu minor flowers to-night, 
Miss Jul!a — then our dreams will (^vne true. 

They turn around in the doorway ^ and Jean puts one 
hand up to his eyes. 

JuniA. Lot nu? sot^ what you liav^o got in 3 "our eye. 

Jean. Oh, nothing — just some dirt — it will soon be gone. 

Jliiaa. It was my sleeve that nibbed against it. Sit 
down and lot me help you. [Takes him by the arm and makes 
him sit down; takes hold of his he(ul and bends it backwards: 
tries to get out the dirt with a corner of her handkerchief] Sit still 
now, absolutely still! [*S7ap,v him on the hand] Well, can’t you 
do as I say? I think you are shaking — a big, strong fellow 
like you! [Feels his biceps] And with such arms! 

Jean. [Ominously] Miss Julia! 

Julia. Yes, Monsieur Jean. 

Jean. Attention! Je nr foiis (pd un hoinmc, 

Julia, (^an’t you sit still! — There now! Now it’s gone. 
Kiss my hand now, and thank me. 

Jean. Miss Julia, listen to nu*. Christine has gone 

to bed now — Won’t you listen to me.^ 

Julia. Kiss my hand first. 

Jean. Listen to me! 

Julia. Kiss rny hand first! 

Jean. All right, but blame nobody but yourself! 

Julia. For what? 

Jean. For what? Are you still a mere child at twenty- 
five? Don’t you know that it is dangerous to play with fire? 

Julia. Not for me. I am insured. 

Jean. [Boldly] No, you are not. And even if 3 "ou were, 
there are inflammable surroundings to be counted with. 

Julia. That’s you, I suppose? 

Jean. Yes. Not beeaiLse I am I, but because I am a 
young man 
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JriLiA. Of handsome appearance — what an incredible con- 

A Don Juan, perliaps. Or a Joseph? On my soul, I 
tliirdv you are a Joseph! 

JrcAN. Do yon? 

JuniA. I fear it almost. 

Jean (jors boldhj up to her and takes her around the waist 
in order to kiss her, 

Julia. [Gives him a cuff on the ear] Sliaine! 

Jean. Was tlial in play or in earnest? 

Julia. In ('arnest. 

Jean. Then you wer(* in (^arnest a moiiK'nl ago also. Your 
playing is too serious, and that's the dangerous thing about 
it. Now I am tired of playing, and I ask to be excused in 
order to resume my work. Tli(‘ count wauls liis bools Lo be 
ready for him, and it is after mnlniglil already. 

Julia. Pul away llie boots. 

Jean. No, it's my work, which I am bound to do. But I 
have not undertaken to be your playmate. It's soineihing 
I can never become — I Jiohl myself too good for it. 

Julia. You’re proud! 

Jean. In some ways, and not in others. 

Julia. Have you ever betai in love? 

Jean. We don't use that word. But I have Ixv'ii fond of 
a lot of girls, and once I was takem sick because I couldn 't 
liave th(‘ one 1 wanU'd: sick, you know, like those princ(*s in 
the Arabian Nights wlio cannot eat ur drink for sh(‘er love. 

Julia. AVho was it? 

Jean remains silent, 

Julia. AVho was it? 

Jean. You cannot make me tell yon. 

Julia. If I ask you as an ecpial, ask you as — a friend: 
who was it? 
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Jean. It was you. 

Julia. [S//.? down] How funny! 

Jean. Yes, as you say— it was ludicrous. That was llie 
story, you see, which I didn’t want to tell you a while ago. 
Ihit now I am going to tell it. Do you know liow the world 
looks from below — no, you don’t. No more than do hawks 
and falcons, of whom we never sec the back b('cause they 
art* always floating about high up in the sky. I liv^'d in the 
colt(T’s hovel, iogetlier with seven other children, and a pig 
— out there on tlie grey plain, where there isn’t a single tree. 
Jbil from our windows I could see the wall around the count’s 
park, and apple-trees above it. That was the Garden of 
Eden, and many fierce angels were guarding it witli flaming 
swords. Ncv(Ttheless I and some other boys found our way 
to the 'IVee of Life — now you despise ine.^ 

Julia. Oli, stealing apples is something all boys do. 

Jean. You may say so now, but you despise me nevertlie- 
less. However — once I got into tlie Garden of Ediai with 
my mother to weed the onion beds. Near by stood a Tiirk- 
isli pavillion, shaded by trees and covertKl with lioneysuckle. 
I didn’t know what it was used for, but I had never seen a 
more Ix'autiful building. People went in and came out again, 
and OIK' day the door was left wide open. I stole u]) and saw 
tlu‘ walls covc'red with pictures of kings and (‘inperors, and 
the windows were hung willi red, fringed curtains — now^ you 
know^ wdiat I mean. I — [hrca/cs q(f a lilac sprig and holds it 
under MiS8 Julia’s nose ] — I had never been inside the manor, 
and I liad never seen anything but the churcli — and this was 
imieh fi\K'r. No matter where my thoughts ran, they re- 
turned always — to that place. And gradually a longing 
arose within me to taste the full pleasure of — cnjinl I 
sneaked in, looked and admired. J’hen I Jieard somebody 
coming. There was onlyc one w^ay out f(ft' fine people, but 
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for me tJicre was another, aiul I could do nothing else but 
choose it. ^ ^ 

Julia, ^vho has taken the lilac sprig, lets it drop on the 
table, 

Jean. Then I started to run, plunged through a hedge of 
raspberry bushes, chased right across a strawberry planta- 
tion, and came out on the terrace where the roses grow. 
There I caught sight of a pink dress and pair of white stock- 
ings — that was you! I crawled und(T a pile of weeds — right 
into it, you know — into slinging thistles and wet, ill-smelling 
dirt. And I saw you w^alking among the roses, and I thought: 
if it be possible for a robber to get into heaven and dwell 
with the angels, then it is strange that a cotter’s child, here 
on God’s own earth, cannot get into the park and play with 
the count’s daughl(T. 

Julia, [ticrdinumtally] Do you think all poor children have 
the saiiK^ thouglits as you had in this case.^ 

Jean. [Ilesitatuigly at first; then with conviction] If all poor 
— yes — of course. Of course! 

Julia. It must la* a dreadful misfortune to be poor. 

Jean. [Z/i a tone of deep distress and with rather exaggerated 
emphasis^ Oh, IVIiss Julia! Oh! — A dog may lie on her 
ladyship’s sofa; a liorse may have his nose patted l)y the 
young lady’s hand, but a servant — [changing his tone ] — oh 
well, here and there you me(*t one made of different stuff, 
and he makes a way for himself in th(‘ world, but liow often 
does it happen? — However, do you know what I did? 
I jumped into the mill brook wdth my clotlies on, and was 
pulled out, and got a licking. But the next Sunday, when 
my father and the rest of the people were going over to 
my grandmother’s, I fixed it so that I could stay at home. 
And then I w^ashed m^^self with soap and hot water, and 
put on my best clothes, and w^ent lo church, where I could 
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see you. I did see you, and went home determined to die. 
But I vfanted to die beautifully and pleasantly, without any 
pain. And then I recalled that it was dangerous to sleep 
under an elder bush. We had a big one that was in full 
bloom. I robbed ‘it of all its flowers, and then I put 
them in the big box where the oats were kept and lay 
down in them. Did you ever notice the smoothness of oats? 
Soft to the touch as tlie skin of the human body ! However, 
I pulled down the lid and closed my eyes — fell asleep and 
was waked up a very sick boy. But I didn’t die, as you 
can see. What I wanted — that’s more than I can tt?ll. 
Of course, there was not the least hope of winning you — 
but you symbolised the hopelessness of trying to get out of 
the class into which I was born. 

Julia. You narrate si)leiididly, do you know! Did you 
ever go to school? 

Jean. A little. But I have read a lot of novels and gone 
to the theatre a good (leal. And besides, I liave listened to 
the talk of better-class people, and from that I have learned 
most of all. 

Julia. Do you stand around and listen to what we arc 
saying? 

Jean. Of course! And I have heard a lot, too, when I 
was on the box of the carriage, or rowing the boat. Once I 
heard you. Miss Julia, and one of your girl friends 

Julia. Oh! — What was it you heard then? 

Jean. Well, it wouldn’t be easy to repeat.. But I was 
rather surprised, and I couldn’t understand where you had 
learned 'all those words. Perhaps, at bottom, there isn’t 
quite so much difference as they think between one kind of 
people and another. 

Julia. You ought to be ashamed of yourself! We don’t 
live as you do when we are engaged. 
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Jean. [Looking hard at hrr] Is it so ('crtain? — Well, 
Miss Julia, it won’t pay to make yourself out so vcjy inno- 
cent to me 

Julia. The man on whom I bestowtul my love was a 
scoundrel. < 

Jean. That’s wJiat you always say — afterwards. 

Julia. Always? 

Jean. Always, I believe, for I have Inward tin* same words 
used several times liefore, on similar occasions. 

Julia. What occasions? 

Jean. Like tfie one of whi(‘h we were speaking. The last 
lime 

Julia. [Rising] Stop! I don’t want to hc'ar any mond 

Jean. Nor did shr — curiously (‘iiougli! Well, then I ask 
permission to go to bed. 

Julia. [Oentlg] Go to bed on Midsummer Eve? 

Jean. Yes, for dancing willi that mob out tlien^ has really 
no attraction for me. 

Julia. Get the key to the boat and take me out on the 
lake — I want to watch the sunrise. 

Jean. Would that be wise? 

Julia. It sounds as if you were afraid of your reputation. 

Jean. Why not? I don't care to be made ridiculous, and 
I don’t care to be discharge<l without a recomnuMidation, 
for I am trying to get on in the world. And I hen I f(‘(‘l my- 
self under a certain obligation to Christine. 

Julia. So it’s Christim^ now 

Jean. Yes, but it’s you also — Take my advice and go 
to bed ! 

Julia. Am I to obey you? 

Jean. For once — and for your own sake! The night is 
far gone. Sleepiness mak(!s us drunk, and tlie In^ad grows 
hot. Go to bed! And besides — if 1 am not mistaken — I 
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lirar the crowd coniiii'ij lliis way to look for me. And if 
w(‘ iire«fouud t()g(‘Lli(T Iktc, you ai;e lost! 

CiTouus. [/.s* heard approachuuj] : 

Tlirougli tlie fields come two ladies a-walking, 
TnM‘deree-derallah, trc(‘d(T('e-dera]i. 

And one has Inn* shoes full of water, 
'^rreederee-derallah-lali. 

3diey'r(* lalking of hundreds of dollars, 
Treederee-derallali, tre(‘(hT<'<‘-d(‘ra]u 
Ihit liavx* not h(‘tween tlnnii a dollar 
Treed(‘ree-d(‘rallah-lah. 


This wreath I giv(‘ you gladly, 

Treed(Ti‘<‘-d('ralIalu IretMleree-derali, 
lint love anotluT madly, 

Treet 1 eree-< 1 c‘ral 1 a h -lah . 

JiTfjA. I know tli(' ])eople, .and I love them, just as they 
1()V(‘ UK', l^d them come, and youdl see. 

Jkan. No, iNIiss Julia, I hey don't love you. They lake 
your food and spit al your back. Believe me. Listen to 
UK* — can't you h(‘ar wliat th<\y are singing?— No, don't pay 
any atlenlion lo it! 

Julia, [[jistcuing] What is it they are singing? 

Jean. Oh, sonidhing scurrilous. About you and me. 

Julia. IIow infamous! They ought to be iishamed! And 
the treachery of it! 

JeAxV. The mob is always cow.ardly. And in such a fight 
as this there is nothing to do but to run away. 

Julia. Run aw.ay? Where to? Wc cannot get out. 
And we cannot go into Chrisline’s room, 

Jean. Oh, we cannot? Well, into my room, then! Neces- 
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sily knows no law. And yon can trust me, for I am your 
true and frank and respectful friend. 

Julia. But think only — think if they should look for you 
in there! 

Jean. I shall bolt the door. And if they tr}" to break it 
open. I'll shoot ! — Come! [Kneeling before her] Come! 

Julia. [Meaningly] And you promise me — — ? 

Jean. I swear! 

Miss Julia goes quicldy out to the right. 

3 follows her eagerly. 


BALLET 

The peasants enter. They are decked out in their best and 
carry flowers in their hats. A fuldler leads them. On the 
table they place a barrel of sntallJjeer and a keg of "'brdnn- 
virtf** or white Swedish vdiiskey, both of the tn decorated with 
wreathes woven out of leaves, first they drink. Then 
they form in ring and sing and dance to the melody heard 
before: 

“Through the fields come two ladies a- walking.’* 

The dance finished y they leave singing. 


Julia. [Enters alone. On seeing the disorder in the kitchen, 
she claps her hands together. Then she takes out a powder-puff 
and begins to powder her face. 

Jean. [Enters in a state of exaltation] There you seel And 
you heard, didn’t you.? Do you think it possible to stay here? 

Julia. No, I don’t think so. But what are we to do? 

Jean. Run away, travel, far away from here. 

Julia. Travel? Yes — but where.? 
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Jean. To Switzerland, the Italian lakes — ^you have never 
been tli^ere? 

Julia. No. Is the country beautiful? 

Jp:an. Oh! Eternal summer! Orange trees! Laurels! 
Oh! 

Julia. Bui, then — -what arc we to do down there? 

Jean. I'll start a hotel, everything first class, including the 
customers? 

Julia. Hotel? 

Jean. That’s the life, I tell you! Constantly new faces 
and new languages. Never a minute free for nerves or brood- 
ing. No trouble about what to do — for tlie work is calling 
to be done; night and day, bells that ring, trains that whistle, 
’busses that come and go; and gold pieces raining on the 
counter all the time. That’s the life for you! 

Julia. Yes, that is life. And I? 

Jean. The mistress of everything, the chief ornament of 
the house. With your looks — and your manners — oh, suc- 
cess will be assured! Enormous! You’ll sit like a queen in 
the office and keep the slaves going by the touch of an 
electric button. The guests will pass in review before your 
throne and timidly deposit their treasures on your table. 
You cannot imagine how people tremble when a bill is pre- 
sented to them — I'll salt the items, and you’ll sugar them 
with your sweetest smiles. Oh, let us get away from here — 
[pulling a time-table from his 2 )ockct ] — at once, with the next 
train! We'll be in Malmo at 6.30; in Hamburg at 8.40 to- 
morrow morning; in Frankfort and Basel a day later. And 
to reach Como by way of the St, Gotthard it will take us — 
let me see — three days. Three days! 

Julia. All tliat is all right. But you must give me some 
courage — Jean. Tell me that you love me. Come and take 

t 

me m your arms. 
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Jean. [Rcludantbj] I should like to — but I don't dare. 
Not in tins house again. I love you — beyond doubt — or, can 
you doubt it, Miss Julia? 

Julia. [With modcsfij and true iromaidij fccluKj] Miss? - 
Call me Julia. Between us there can be no barriers here- 
after. Call me Julia! 

Jean. [Disturbed] I cannot! I'liere will be barriers be- 
IwetMi us as long as we stay in this house’ — tli('r(‘ is the past, 
and I here is the count — and T have never nu‘t anollicr person 
for whom I felt such n'spect. If 1 only (*atch sight of his 
gloves on a chair 1 feel small. If I only hear that bc’ll up 
lluTc, I jump lik(‘ a shy horse'. And evt'n now, when I si'e 
his bools standing (here so stiff and pe’rky, it is as if some- 
thing made my back lu’ud. [Kirliintj at the hoofs] It's nothing 
but superstition and tradition liammeTed into ns from child- 
hood — but it can be as easily forgot le’ii again. Let us only 
get to another country, where they liave' a r('publi(‘, and you'll 
see them bend their backs double before' my liverieel porter. 
You sec, backs have to be bent, but not mine. I wasn't 
born to that kind of thing. There's belh'r stuff in me — 
character — and if I only get hold of I lie first branch, you'll 
see me do some' climbing. To-day I am a valet, but iK'xt 
year I'll be a hoU’l owner. In \vn years I can live on the 
money I have made, and then I’ll go to Roumania and g(‘L 
myself an order. And I may — note well that I say nia/j-- 
end my days as a count. 

Julia. Splendid, splendid! 

Jean. Yes, in Roumania the title of count can be had for 
cash, and so you’ll be a countess after all. My countess! 

Julia. What do I care about all I now east behind me! 
Tell me that you love me: otherwise — yes, what am I other- 
wise? 

Jean. I will tell you so a thousand times — later. But not 
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here. And above all, no sentimentality, or everything will 
be lost. * We must look at tin* matter in cold blood, like sen- 
sibl(? people. [Takes out a cigar ^ cuts off the point, and lights it] 
Sit down there now, and I’ll sit here, and then we’ll talk as 
if notliing had happened. 

JuJJA. [In despair] Good Lord! Have you then no feel- 
ings at all.^ 

Jean. I? No one is more full of f(*eling than I a;n. But 
I know how lo eonlrol mysc'lf. 

JuJAA. A while ago you kissed my shoe — and now! 

Jean. [Nrren7yyl Yes, that was I hen. Now wc have other 
things to tliink of. 

. Julia. Don’t speak harshly to nud 

Jean. No, but sensibly. Oik' folly has been (*ommitted — 
<lou’t let us commit any more! Jlie count may 1 h‘ here at 
any moiiKMit, and befon' he comes our fate must lx* settled. 
AVhal do you think of ipy plans for the futun'? Do you ap- 
j)rove of them? 

Julia. They seem acceptable, on the whole. But there 
is one (pu'slion: a big undertaking of that kind will require 
a big capital hav(‘ you got it? 

J EA N. [f ^hriri tig h is cigar] I ? Of course* ! I have my expert 
knowh'dge, my vast experiemv, my familiarity with several 
languages. That’s the very best kind of capital, I should 
say. 

Julia. But it won’t buy you a railroad ticket even. 

Jean. That’s true enough. And that is just why I am 
looking for a backer to advance* the needful cash. 

JuTAA. Where coulel you get one all of a suelden? 

Je AN. It's for you to finel him if you want to become 
my })artner. 

JuTAA. I cannot do it, anel I have neHhin^ myself. [Pause. 

Jean. Well, then that’s off 
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Julia. And 

Jean. Everything remains as before. 

Julia. Do you think I am going to stay under this roof as 
your concubine.^ Do you think I'll let the p(H)ple point 
their fingers at me.^ Do you think I can look my father in 
the face after this.^ No, take me away from here, from all 
this humiliation and disgrace! — Oh, what have I done? 
My God, my God! [ffrra/iS into tears. 

Jean. So we have got around to that tune now! — What 
you have donc.^ Nothing but what many others have done 
Ixifore you. 

Julia. [Crying hysterically] And now you’re despising me! 
— I’m falling, I’m falling! 

Jean. Fall down to me, and I’ll lift you up again after- 
wards. 

Julia. What horrible power drew me to you.^ Was it the 
attraction which the strong exercises on the weak — the one 
who is rising on one who is falling.^ Or was it love? This — 
love! Do you know what love is.^ 

Jean. I? Well, I should say so! Don’t you think I have 
been there before.^ 

Julia, Oh, the language you use, and the thoughts you 
think! 

Jean. Well, that’s the way I was brought up, and that’s 
the way I am. Don’t get nerves now and play the exquisite, 
for now one of us is just as good as the other. Look here, my 
girl, let me treat you to a glass of something superfine. 

lie opens the tahle-draioery takes out the wine bottle and 
fills up two glasses that have already been used. 

Julia. Where did you get that wine.^ 

Jean. In the cellar. 

Julia. My father’s Burgundy! 

Jean. Well, isn’t it good enough for the son-in-law? 
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Julia. And I am drinking bcor — I! 

Jean., It shows merely that I haye better taste than you. 

Julia. Thief! 

Jean. Do you mean to tell on me? 

Julia. Oh, oh! The accomplice of a house thief! Have 
I been drunk, or liavci I been dreaming all this night? Mid- 
summer Eve! The feast of innocent games 

Jean. Innocent — hm! 

JuLivV. [Walking back and Jorth] Can there be another hu- 
man b(nng on earth so unhappy as I am at this moment? 

Jean. But why should you be? After such a conqiu'st? 
Tliink of Christine in there. Don’t you think sh(‘ lias feelings 
also? 

Julia. I thought so a while ago, but I don’t think so any 
longer. No, a menial is a menial 

Jean. And a whore a whore! 

Julia. [On her knees, with folded hands] O God in heaven, 
make an end of this wretched life! Tak(' nui out of the filth 
into which I am sinking! Save me! Save me! 

Jean. I cannot deny that I f<‘el sorry for you. When I 
was lying among the onions and saw you up there among the 
roses— I’ll tell you now — 1 had the same nasty thoughts that 
all boys have. 

Julia. And you who wanted to die for my sake! 

Jean. Among the oats. 'J'hat was nothing but talk. 

Julia. Lies in other words! 

Jean. [Beginning to feel slcepg] Just about. I think I read 
the story in a paper, and it w-as about a chiimi(\y-sweep wJio 
crawled into a wood-box full of lilacs becaus(! a girl had 
brought suit against him for not supporting her kid 

JuiJA. So that's the sort you ase 

Jean. Well, I had to think of something — for it’s the high- 
faluting stuff that the women bite on. 
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Julia. Scoundrel! 

Jean. Rot! 

Julia. And now you have seen the back of the hawk 

Jean. Well, I don’t know 

Julia. And I was to be the first branch 

Jean. But the branch was rotten 

Julia. I was to be the sign in front of the hotel 

Jean. And I the hotel 

Julia. Sit at your counter, and lure your customers, and 
doctor your bills 

Jean. No, that I should have done myself 

Julia. That a human soul can be so steeped in dirt! 

Jean. Well, wash it off! 

Julia. You lackey, you menial, stand up when I talk to 
you! 

Jean. You lackey-love, you mistress of a menial — shut up 
and get out of here! You’re the right one to come and tell 
me that I am vulgar. People of my kind would never in 
their lives act as vulgarly as you have acted to-night. Do 
you think any servant girl would go for a man as you did.^ 
Did you ever see a girl of my class throw herself at anybody 
in that way? I have never seen the like of it except among 
beasts and prostitutes. 

Julia. [Crushed] That’s right: strike me, step on me — I 
haven’t deserved any better! I am a wretched creature. 
But help me! Help me out of this, if there be any way to 
do so! 

Jean. [In a milder tone] I don’t want to lower myself by a 
denial of my share in the honour of seducing. But do you 
think a person in my place would have dared to raise his eyes 
to you, if the invitation to do so had not come from yourself? 
I am still sitting here in a state of utter surprise — — 

Julia. And pride 
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Jean. Yes, why not? Although I must confess that the 
victory w«as too easy to bring with it any real intoxication. 

Julia. Strike me some more! 

Jean. [Rising] No! Forgive me instead what I have been 
saying. I don’t want to strike one who is disarmed, and 
least of all a lady. On one hand I cannot deny that it lias 
given me pleasure to discover that what lias dazzled us below 
is nothing but cat-gold; that the hawk is simply grey on the 
back also; that there is powder on the tender cheek; that 
there may be black borders on the polished nails; and that 
the handkerchief may be dirty, although it smells of perfume. 
But on the other hand it hurts me to have discovered that 
what I was striving to reach is neither better nor more gen- 
uine. It hurts me to see you sinking so low that you are far 
beneath your own cook — it hurts me as it hurts to see the 
Fall flowers beaten down by the rain and turned into mud. 

Julia. You speak as if^you were already above me? 

Jean. Well, so I am. Don’t you see: I could have made 
a countess of you, but you could never make me a count, 

Julia, But I am born of a count, and that’s more than you 
can ever achieve. 

Jean. That’s true. But I might be the father of counts — 
if 

Julia. But you are a thief — and I am not. 

Jean. Thief is not the worst. There are other kinds still 
farther down. And then, when I serve in a house, I regard 
myself in a sense as a member of the family, as a child of the 
house, and you don’t call it theft when children pick a few 
of the berries that load down the vines. [// is passion is aroused 
once more] Miss Julia, you are a magnificent woman, and far 
too good for one like me. You were swept along by a spell 
of intoxication, and now you want to cover up your mistake 
by making yourself believe that you arc in love with me. 
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Well, you are not, unless possibly my looks might tempt you 
— in which case your lore is no belter than mine. I could 
never rest satisfied with having you care for nothing in me 
but the mere animal, and your love I can never win. 

Julia. Are 3^011 so sure of that.^ 

Jean. You mean to sa^^ that it might be possible.^ That 
I might love you: yes, without doubt — for you are beautiful, 
refined, [goes up to her and takes hold of her hand] cducatcfl, 
charming when 3^011 want to be so, and il is not likely that the 
flame will ever burn out in a man who has once been set on 
fire 1)3’^ you. [Puts Jm arm around her imist] You are like 

burnt wine with strong spices in it, and one of 3^our kisses 

He tries to lead her away^ hut she frees herself gently 
from his Jwld. 

Julia. Ix^ave me alone! In that way you cannot win me. 

Jean. IIow then? — Not in that way! Not by caresses 
and sweet words! Not by thought for the future, by escape 
from disgrace! How then? 

Julia. How? How? I don’t know — Not at all! I 
hate you as I hate rats, but I cannot escape from you! 

Jean. Escape tvith me! 

Julia. [Straighteiung Escape? Yes, we must escape! — 
But I am so tired. Give me a glass of wine. 

Jean pours out tvine. 

Julia. [LooIcs at her watch] But we must have a talk first. 
We have still some time left. 

[Empties her glass and holds it out for more, 

Jean. Don’t drink so much. It will go to your head. 

Julia. What difference would that make? 

Jean. What difference would it make? It’s vulgar to get 
drunk — What was it you wanted to tell me? 

Julia. We must get away. But first we must have a talk — 
that is, I must talk, for so far you have done all the talking. 
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You have told me about your life. Now I must tell you about 
mine, so ‘that we know each other right to the bottom before 
we begin the journey together. 

Jean. One moment, pardon me! Think first, so that you 
don’t regret it afterwards, when you have already given up 
the secrets of your life. 

Julia. Are you not my friend.^ 

Jean. Yes, at times — but don’t rely on me. 

Julia. You only talk like that — and besides, my secrets 
are known to everybody. You st'c, my mother was not of 
noble birth, but came of quite plain people. She was brought 
up in the ideas of her time about equality, and woman’s in- 
dependence, and that kind of thing. And she had a decided 
aversion to marriage. I’lien^fore, wlien my father proposed 
to her, she said she wouldn’t marry him — and then she did it 
just the same. I came into the world — against my mother’s 
wish, I have come to think. Then my mother wanted to 
bring me up in a perfectly natural state, and at the same time 
I was to learn everything that a boy is taught, so that I might 
prove that a woman is just as good as a man. I was dressed 
as a boy, and was taught liow to handle a horse, but could have 
nothing to do with the cows. I had to groom and harness and 
go hunting on horseback. I was even forced to learn some- 
thing about agriculture. And all over the estate men were 
s<^t to do women’s work, and women to do men’s — with the 
result that everything went to pieces and we became the 
laughing-stoc'k of the whole neighbourhood. At last my 
father must have recovered from the spell cast over him, for 
he rebelled, and everything was changed to suit his own ideas. 
My mother was taken sick — ^what kind of sickness it was I 
don’t know, but she fell often intb convulsions, and she used 
to hide herself in the garret or in the garden, and sometimes 
§he stayed out all night. Then came the big fire, of which 
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you have heard. The house, the stable, and the barn were 
burned down, and this under circumstances which made it 
look as if the fire had been set on purpose. For the disaster 
occurred the day after our insurance expired, and the money 
sent for renewal of the policy had been delayed by the mes- 
senger’s carelessness, so that it came too late. 

[She Jills her glass again and drinks. 

Jean. Don’t drink any more. 

Julia. Oh, what does it matter! — We were without a 
rciof over our lieads and had to sleep in the carriages. My 
father didn’t know wliere to get money for the rebuilding of 
the house. Then my mother suggested that he try to borrow 
from a childhood friend of hers, a brick manufacturer living 
not far from here. My father got the loan, but was not per- 
mitted to pay any interest, which astonislied him. And so 
the house was built up again. [Drinks again] Do you know 
who set fire to the house 

Jean. Her ladyship, your mother! 

Julia. Do you know who the brick manufacturer was? 

Jean. Your mother’s lover? 

Julia. Do you know to whom the money belonged? 

Jeak. Wait a minute — no, that I don’t know. 

Julia. To my mother. 

Jean. In other words, to the count, if there was no settle- 
ment. 

Julia. There was no settlement. My mother possessed 
a small fortune of her own which she did not want to leave 
in my father’s control, so she invested it with — her friend. 

Jean. Who copped it. 

Julia. Exactly! He kept it. All this came to my father’s 
knowledge. He couldn’t bring suit; he couldn’t pay his 
wife’s lover; he couldn’t prove that it was his wife’s money. 
That was rny mother’s revenge because he had made himself 
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master in his own house. At that time he came near shoot- 
ing hinAself — it was even rumoured that he had tried and 
failed. But he took a new lease of life, and my mother had 
to pay for what she had done. I can tell you that those were 
five years I’ll never forget! My sympathies were with my 
father, but I took my mother’s side because I was not aware 
of the true circumstances. From her I learned to suspect 
and hate men — for she hated the whole sex, as you have prob- 
ably heard — and I promised her on my oath that I would 
never become a man’s slave. 

Jean. And so you became engaged to the County Attorney. 

Julia. Yes, in order that he should be my slave. 

Jean. And he didn’t want to.^ 

Julia. Oh, he wanted, but I wouldn’t let him. I got tired 
of him. 

Jean. Yes, I saw it — in the stable-yard. 

Julia. What did you sec.^ 

Jean. Just that — how he broke the engagement. 

Julia. That’s a lie! It was I who broke it. Did he say 
he did it, the scoundrel? 

Jean. Oh, he was no scoundrel, I guess. So you hate men. 
Miss Julia? 

Julia. Yes! Most of the time. But now and then — 
when the weakness comes over me — oh, what shame! 

Jean. And you hate me too? 

Julia. Beyond measure! I should like to kill you like a 
wild beast 

Jean. As you make haste to shoot a mad dog. Is that 
right? 

Julia. That’s right! 

Jean. But now there is nothing to shoot with — and there 
is no dog. What are we to do then? ^ 

Julia. Go abroad. 
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Jean. In order to plague each other to death 

Julia. No — in order to enjoy ourselves: a couple of days, 
a week, as long as enjoyment is possible. And then — die! 

Jean. Die? How silly! Hieii 1 think it’s much better to 
start a hotel. 

Julia. [Wilhout listening to Jean] — ^At Lake Como, where 
the sun is always shining, and the laurels stand green at 
Christmas, and the oranges are glowing. 

Jean. I^ake Como is a rainy hole, and I could see no 
oranges except in the groceries. But it is a good place for 
tourists, as it has a lot of villas that can be rented to loving 
couples, and that’s a profitable business — do you know why? 
Because they take a lease for six months — and then they 
leave after three weeks. 

Julia. [Naively] Wliy after three weeks? 

Jean. Because they quarrel, of course. But the rent has 
to be paid just the same. An<l then you can rent the house 
again. And that way it goes on all the time, for there is 
plenty of love — even if it doesn’t last long. 

JuTAA. You don’t want to die with me? 

Jean. I don’t want to die at all. Both because I am fond 
of living, and because I regard suici<le as a crime against the 
Providence which has bestowed life on us. 

Julia. Do you mean to say that you believe in God? 

Jean. Of course, I do. And I go to church every other 
Sunday. Frankly speaking, now I am tired of all tliis, and 
now I am going to bed. 

Julia. So! And you think that will be enough for me? 
Do you know what you owe a woman that you have spoiled? 

Jean. [Takes out his purse and throws a silver coin on the 
table] You’re welcome! I don’t want to be in anybody’s 
debt. 
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.luiiiA. [Pretending not to notice the insult] Do you know 
what the law provides 

Jean. Unfortunately the law provides no punishment for 
a woman who seduces a man, 

Julia. [As before] Can you think of any escape except by 
our going abroad and getting married, and then getting a 
divorce? 

Jean. Suppose I refuse to enter into this mSsaillance? 

Julia. MSsaUlance 

Jean. Yes, for me. You sec, I have better ancestry than 
you, for nobody in my family was ever guilty of arson. 

Julia. How do you know? 

Jean. Well, nothing is known to the contrary, for we 
keep no pedigrees — except in the police bureau. But I have 
read about your pedigree in a book that was lying on 
the drawing-room table. Do you know who was your first 
ancestor? A miller who let his wife sleep with the king one 
night during the war with Denmark. I have no such ancestr3\ 
I liave none at all, but I can become an ancestor myself. 

Julia. That’s what I get for unburdening my heart to one 
not worthy of it; for sacrificing my family’s honour 

Jean. Dishonour! Well, what was it I told you? You 
shouldn’t drink, for then you talk. And you must not talk! 

Julia. Oh, how I regret what I have done! How I regret 
it! If at least you loved me! 

Jean. For the last time: what do you mean? Am I to 
weep? Am I to jump over your whip? Am I to kiss you, 
and lure you down to Lake Como for three weeks, and so on? 
What am I to do? What do you expect? This is getting to 
be rather painful ! But that’s what comes from getting mixed 
up with women. Miss Julia! I ^see that you are unhappy; 
I know that you are suffering; but I cannot understand you. 
We never carry on like that. There is never any hatred be- 
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tween us. Love is to us a play, and we play at it when our 
work leaves us time to do so. But we have not the time to 
do so all day and all night, as you have. I believe you are 
sick — I am sure you are sick. 

J ULiA. You should be good to me — and now you speak like 
a human being. 

Jean. All right, but be human yourself. You spit on me, 
and then you won’t let me wipe myself— on you! 

Julia. Help me, help me! Tell me only what I am to do — 
where I arn to turn? 

Jean. O Lord, if I only knew that myself! 

Julia. I have been exasperated, I have been mad, but there 
ought to be some way of saving myself. 

Jean. Stay right here and keep quiet. Nobody knows 
anything. 

Julia. Impossible! The pcjople know, and Christine 
knows. 

Jean. They don’t know, and they would never believe it 
possible. 

Julia. [Hesitating] But — it might happen again. 

Jean. That’s true. 

Julia, And the results? 

Jean. \Frightened] The results! Where was my head when 
I didn’t think of that! Well, then there is only one thing 
to do — you must leave. At once! I can’t go with you, for 
then everything would be lost, so you must go alone — abroad 
— anywhere ! 

Julia. Alone? Where.^ — I can’t do it. 

Jean. You must! And before the count gets back. If 
you stay, then you know what will happen. Once on the 
wrong path, one wants to keep on, as the harm is done any- 
how. Then one grows more and more reckless — and at last 
it all comes out. So you must get away! Then you can write 
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to the count and tell him everything, except that it was me. 
And would never guess it. Nor do I think he would be 
very anxious to find out. 

Julia. I’ll go if you come with me. 

Jean. Are you stark mad, woman? Miss Julia to run 
away with her valet! It would be in the papers in another 
day, and the count could never survive it. 

Julia. I can’t leave! I can’t stay! Help me! I am so 
tired, so fearfully tired. Give me orders! Set me going, 
for I can no longer think, no longer act 

Jean. Do you see now what good-for-nothings you are! 
Why do you strut and turn up your noses as if you were the 
lords of creation? Well, I am going to give you orders. Go 
up and dress. Get some travelling money, and then come 
back again. 

Julia. [In an undertone] Come up with me! 

Jean. To your roo;n? Now you’re crazy again! [Hesi- 
tates a moment] No, you must go at once! 

[Takes her by the hand and leads her out. 

Julia. [On her way out] Can’t you speak kindly to me, Jean? 

Jean. An order must always sound unkind. Now you 
can find out how it feels! 

Julia goes out. 

Jean, alone, draws a sigh of relief; sits down at the 
table; takes out a note-book and a 'pencil; figures aloud 
from time to time; dumb play until Christine enters 
dressed for church; she has a false shirt front and a 
white tie in one of her hands. 

Christine. Goodness gracious, how the place looks! 
What have you been up to anyhow? 

Jean. Oh, it was Miss Julia* who dragged in the people. 
Have you been sleeping so hard that you f^idn’t hear anything 
at all? 
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Ctiristtne. I liave been sleeping like a log. 

Jean. And dn'ssed for cduirch already? 

Christine, Yes, didn't you promise to eome with me to 
eoinin union to-day? 

Jean. Oli, yes, I remember now. And there you’ve got 
the fiiKTV. Well, come on with it. [Sits down; Christine 
helps him to put on the shirt front and the white tie. 

[Pause. 

Jean. [Sleepihj] What’s the U'xl to-day? 

Christine. Oh, about John the Baptist beheaded, I guess. 

Jean. Tliut’s going to l)e a long story, I’m sure. My, but 
you clioke me! Oh, I’m so sleepy, so sleepy! 

Christine. Well, what has lu'en kei^ping you up all night? 
Why, man, you’re just green in the fa(‘(*! 

Jean. I have be(‘n sitting here talking with Miss Julia. 

Christine. She hasn’t un idea of what’s projier, that 
en'ature! [Pause. 

Je\n. Say, Christine. 

Christine. Well? 

Jean. Isn’t it funny anyhow, when you come to think of 
it? Her! 

Christine. Wliat is it that's funny? 

Jean. Every thing! [Pause. 

Christine. [Seeing the glasses on the table that are only half 
emptied] So you’vt* been drinking tog<dher also? 

Jean. Yes. 

Christine. Shame on you! Look me in the eye! 

Jean. Yes. 

Christine. Is it possible? Is it possible? 

Jean. [After a moment's thought] Yes, it is! 

Christine. I^gh! That’s ’worse than I could ever have 
believed. It’s awful! 

Jean. You are not jealous of her, are you? 
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Christine. No, not of her. Had it been Clara or Soj)hie, 
ilien I’jl have scratched your eyes out. Yes, that’s the way 
I feel about it, and I can't tell why. Oh my, but that was 
nasty! 

Jean. Are you mad at her then.^ 

Christine. No, but at you! It was wrong of you, very 
wrong! Poor girl! No, I tell you, I don’t want to stay in 
this house any longer, wdth people for whom it is impossible 
to Jiave a 113" respect. 

Ji:an. sliould 3"ou have any respect for them? 

Christine. And you who arc sucli a smarty can’t tell 
that! You wouldn’t s<Tve people who don’t act decently, 
would you? It’s to lower oneself, I tliink. 

Jean. Yes, but it ought to be a consolation to us that they 
are not a hit bettcT tlian we. 

Christine. No, I don’t think so. For if they’re no better, 
tlicn it's no use tr^nng to get uf) to them. And just think of 
tlie count! Think of him who hiis had so much sorrow in his 
da,y! No, I don't want to sta^^ an,y long(*r in this house — 
And with a fellow like you, too. If it had been the county 
attorney — if it had onl,y been some one of her own sort 

Jean. Now look here! 

Christine. Yes, yes! You’re all right in j^our way, but 
there’s after all some difference between one kind of people 
and another — No, but this is something I’ll never get 
over!— And the .voting lady who was so proud, and so tart 
to the men, that .you couldn’t believe she would ever let one 
come near her- - and such a one at that! And she who wanted 
to have poor Diana shot because she had been running around 
with the gate-keeper’s pug! — Well, I declare! — But I won’t 
stay here any longer, and next October I get out of here. 

Jean. And then? 

Christine. Well, as we’ve come to ta'Hc of that now, per- 
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haps it would be just as well if you looked for something, 
seeing that we’re going to get married after all. ^ 

Jean. Well, what could I look for? As a married man I 
couldn’t get a place like this. 

Christine. No, I understand that. But you could get a 
job as a janitor, or maybe as a messenger in some government 
bureau. Of course, the public loaf is always short in weight, 
but it comes steady, and then there is a pension for the 
widow and the children 

Jean. [Making a face] That’s good and well, but it isn’t 
ray style to think of dying all at once for the sake of wife and 
children. I must say that my plans have been looking to- 
ward something better than that kind of thing. 

Christine. Your plans, yes — but you’ve got obligations 
also, and those you had better keep in mind! 

Jean. Now don’t you get my dandtT up by talking of 
obligations! I know what I’ve got to do anyhow. [Listen- 
i^^g for some sound on the outside] Howevt'r, we’ve plenty of 
time to think of all this. Go in now and get ready, and then 
well go to church. 

Christine. Who is walking around up there? 

Jean. I don’t know, unless it be Clara. 

Christine, [doing out] It can’t be the count, do you think, 
who’s come home without anybody hearing him? 

Jean. [Scared] The count? No, that isn't possible, for then 
he would have rang for me. 

Christine. [As she goes out] Well, God help us all! Never 
have I seen the like of it! 

The sun has risen and is shining on the tree tops in the 
park. The light changes gradually until it comes 
slantingly in through the windows, Jean goes to the 
door and gives a signal. 

Julia. [Enters in travelling dress ard carrying a small bird^ 
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cage covered up with a towel; this she places on a chair] Now I 
am ready. 

Jean. Hush! Christine is awake. 

Julia. [Showing extreme nervousness during the following 
scene] Did she suspect anything? 

Jean. She knows nothing at all. But, my heavens, how 
you look! 

Julia. How do I look? 

Jean. You’re as pale as a corpse, and — pardon me, but your 
face is dirty. 

Julia. Let me wash it then — Now! goes over to the 
washstand and washes her face and hands] Give me a towel — 
Oh! — That’s the sun rising! 

Jean. And then the ogre bursts. 

Julia. Yes, ogres and trolls were abroad last night! — But 
listen, Jean. Come with me, for now I have the money. 

Jean. [Douhtf%illy] Enough? 

Julia. Enough to start with. Come with me, for I eannot 
travel alone to-day. Think of it — Midsummer Day, on a 
stuffy train, jammed with people who stare at you — and 
standing still at stations when you want to fly. No, I cannot! 
I cannot! And then the memories will come: childhood 
memories of Midsummer Days, when the inside of the church 
was turned into a green forest — birches and lilacs; tlie dinner 
at the festive table with relatives and friends; the afternoon 
in the park, with dancing and music, flowers and games! Oh, 
you may run and run, but your memories arc in the baggage- 
car, and with them remorse and repentance! 

Jean. I’ll go with you — but at once, before it’s too late. 
This very moment! 

Julia. Well, get dressed then. [Picks up the cage. 

Jean. But no baggage!. That would only give us away. 
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Jui.iA. No, nothing at all! Only what we can take with 
us in the car. , 

Jean. [Has taken down his hat] What have you got there 
Wliat is it? 

Julia. It’s only my finch. I can’t leave it behind. 

Jean. Did you ever! Dragging a bird-cage along with us! 
You must be raving mad! Drop the cage! 

Julia. The only thing I take with me from my home ! The 
only living creature that loves me since Diana deserted me! 
Don't be cruel! Let me take it along! 

Jean. Drop the cage, I tell you! And don’t talk so loud — 
Cliristine can hear us. 

Julia. No, I won’t let it fall into strange hands. I’d 
rather have you kill it! 

Jean. Well, give it to me, and I’ll wring its neck. 

Julia. Yes, but don’t hurt it. Don’t — no, I cannot! 

Jean. Let me — lean! 

Julia. [Takes the bird out of the cage and kisses it] Oh, my 
little birdie, must it die and go away from its mistress! 

Jean. Don’t make a scene, please. Don’t you know it’s a 
question of your life, of your future? Come, (iuiek! 

Snatches the bird away from her^ carries it to the chopping- 
block and picks up an axe. Miss Julia turns aivay. 

Jean. You should have learned how to kill chickens in- 
stead of shooting with a revolver — [brings down the axe ] — • 
then you wouldn’t have fainted for a drop of blood. 

Julia. [Screaming] Kill me too! Kill me! You who can 
take the life of an innocent creature without turning a hair! 
Oh, I hate and despise you! There is blood between us! 
Cursed be the hour when I fy‘st met you ! Cursed be the hour 
when I came to life in my mother’s womb! 

Jean. Well, wh&t’s the use of alUthat cursing? Come on! 
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Julia. [Approaching the chopping-hlock as if dravm to it 
against her will] No, I don't want to go yet. I cannot — I 
must see — ^Ilush! There’s a carriage coming up the road. 
[Listening without taking her eyes off the block and the axe] You 
think I cannot stand the sight of blood. You think I am as 
weak as tliat — ^oh, I should like to see your blood, your brains, 
on that block there. I should like to see your whole sex 
swimming in blood like that thing there. I think I could 
drink out of your skull, and bathe my feet in your open breast, 
and eat your heart from the spit! — You think I am weak; 
you think I love you because the fruit of my womb was yearn- 
ing for your seed; you think I want to carry your offspring 
under my heart and nourish it with my blood— bear your 
children and take your name! Tell me, you, what are you 
called anyhow I have never heard your family name — and 
maybe you haven't any. I should become Mrs. “Hovel,” 
or Mrs. “Backyard” — you dog there, that’s wearing my col- 
lar; you lackey with my coat of arms on your buttons — and 
I should share with my cook, and be the rival of my own ser- 
vant. Oh! Oh! Oh! — You think I am a coward and want 
to run away! No, now I'll stay — and let the lightning strike! 
My father will come home — will find his chiffonier opened — 
the rnonc^y gone! Then he’ll ring — twice for the valet — and 
then he’ll send for the sheriff — and then I shall tell every- 
thing! Everything! Oh, but it will be good to get an end 
to it — if it only be the end! And then his heart will break, 
and he dies! — So there will be an end to all of us — and all 
will be quiet — peace — eternal rest! — And then the coat of 
arms will be shattered on the coffin — and the count’s line will 
be wiped out — but the lackey’s line goes on in the orphan 
asylum — wins laurels in the gutter, and ends in jail. 

Jean. There spoke the royal blood! Bravo, Miss Julia! 
Now you put the miller back in his sack! 
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Christine enters dressed for church and carrying a 
hymn-book in her hand. ^ 

Julia. [Hurries up to her and throws herself into her arms as 
if seeking protection] Help me, Christine! Help me against 
this man! 

Christine. [Unmoved and cold] What kind of performance 
is this on the Sabbath morning.^ [Catches sight of the chopping- 
block] My, what a mess you have made! — What’s the mean- 
ing of all this? And the Avay you shout and carry on ! 

Julia. You are a woman, Christine, and you are my friend. 
Beware of that scoundrel! 

Jean. [.*1 little shy and embarrassed] While the ladies are 
discussing I'll g('t myself a shave. [Slinks out to the right. 

Julia. You must understand me, and you must listen to me. 

Christine. No, really, I don*t understand this kind of 
trolloping. Where are you going in your travelling-dress — 
and he with his hat on — what? — What? 

Julia. Listen, Christine, listen, ahd I’ll tell you every- 
thing — 

Christine. I don’t want to know anything 

Julia. You must listen to me 

Christine. What is it about? Is it about this nonsense 
with Jean? Well, I don’t care about it at all, for it’s none of 
my business. But if you’re planning to get him away with 
you, we’ll put a stop to that! 

Julia. [Extremely nervous] Please try to be quiet, Christine, 
and listen to me. I cannot stay here, and Jean cannot stay 
here — and so we must leave 

Christine. Hm, hm ! 

Julia. [Brightening up] But now I have got an idea, you 
know. Suppose all three qf us should leave — go abroad — go 
to Switzerland and start a hotel together — I have money, you 
know — and Jean and I could run the whole thing — and you. 
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I thought, could take charge of the kitchen — Wouldn’t that 
be fine! — Say yes, now! And come along with us! Then 

't * 

everything is fixed ! — Oh, say yes ! 

[She putfi her arrrts around Christine and pats her, 

Christine. [Coldbj and thoughffulljj] Ilm, bin! 

Julia. [Presto tempo] You have never travelled, Christine 
— you must get out and have a look at the worl<l. You 
cannot imagine what fun it is to travel on a train — constantly 
new people — new countries — and tlien we get to Hamburg 
and take in the Zoological Gardens in passing — that’s what 
you like — ’and then wc go to the theatres and to the opera— 
and when we get to Munich, there, you know, we have a lot 
of museums, where they keep Rubens and Raphael and all 
those big painters, you know — Haven’t you heard of 
Munich, where King Louis used to live — the king, you know, 
that went mad — And then we’ll have a look at his castle — 
he has still some castles that are furnished just as in a fairy 
tale — and from there it isn’t very far to Switzerland — and the 
Alps, you know — just think of the Alps, with snow on top of 
them in the middle of the summer — and there you have 

orange trees and laurels that are green all the year around 

Jean is seen in the right wing^ sharpening his razor on 
a strop which he holds between his teeth and his left 
hand; he listens to the talk with a pleased mien and 
nods approval now and then. 

Julia. [Tempo prestissimo] And then we get a hotel — and 
I sit in the office, while Jean is outside receiving tourists — 
and goes out marketing — and writes letters — That’s a life 
for you — Then the train whistles, and the ’bus drives up, 
and it rings upstairs, and it rings in the restaurant — ^and then 
I make out the bills — and I am ^oing to salt them, too — 
You can never imagine how timid tourists are when they come 
to pay their bills! And you — ^you will sit lil:e a queen in the 
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kitchen. Of course, you arc not going to stand at the stove 
yourself. And you’ll hq^ve to dress neatly and nicely in 
order to show yourself to people — and witli your looks — yes, 
I am not flattering you — you’ll catcli a husband some fine 
day — some rich Englishman, you know — for those fellows 
are so easy [slowing down] to catch — and then we grow rich 
— and we build us a villa at Lake Como — of course, it is ruin- 
ing a little in that place now and then — but [limqyhj] the sun 
must be shining sometimes — although it looks dark — and — 
then — or else we can go home again — and come back — here — 
or some other place 

CiiRisTiNfi. Tell me. Miss Julia, do you believe in all that 
yourself? 

Julia. [Cmshed] Do I believe in it myself? 

Christine. Yes. ' 

Julia. [Exhausted] I don’t know: I believe no longer in 
anything. sinks dotvn on the bench and drops her head 
between her arms on the table] Nothing! Nothing at all! 

Christine. [Ttirns to the right y where Jean is standing] So 
you were going to run away! 

Jean. [Abashed, puts the razor on the table] Run away? 
Well, that’s putting it rather strong. You have heard what 
the young lady proposes, and though she is tired out now by 
being up all night, it’s a proposition that can be put through 
all right. 

Christine. Now you tell me: did you mean me to act as 
cook for that one there ? 

Jean. [Sharply] Will you please use decent language in 
speaking to your mistress! Do you understand? 

Christine. Mistress! 

Jean. Yes! 

Christine. Well, well! Listen to him! 

Jean. Yes, it would be better for you to listen a little more 



MISS JULIA 


159 


and talk a little less. Miss Julia is your mistress, and what 
makes you disrespectful to her now Should make you feel the 
same way about yourself. 

Christine. Oh, I have always had enough respect for 
myself 

Jean. To have none for others! 

Christine. — not to go below my own station. You can’t 
say that the count’s cook has had anything to do with the 
groom or the swineherd. You can’t say anything of the kind! 

Jean. Yes, it’s your luck tliat you have had to do with a 
gentleman. 

Christine. Yes, a gentleman who sells the oats out of the 
count’s stable! 

Jean. What’s that to you who get a commission on the 
groceries and bribes from the butcher? 

Christine. What’s that? 

Jean. And so you ca,n’t respect your master and mistress 
any longer! You — ^you! 

Christine. Are you coming with me to church? I think 
you need a good sermon on top of such a deed. 

Jean. No, I am not going to eluirch to-day. You can go 
by yourself and confess your own deeds. 

Christine. Yes, I'll do that, and I’ll bring back enough 
forgiveness to cover you also. The Saviour suffered and died 
on the cross Tor all our sins, and if we go to him with a believ- 
ing heart and a repentant mind, he’ll take all our guilt on 
himself. 

Julia. Do you believe that, Christine? 

Christine. It is my living belief, as sure as I stand here, 
and the faith of my childhood which I have kept since I was 
young. Miss Julia. And where sm abounds, grace abounds 
too. fs 

JunA. Oh, if I had your faith! Oh, if 
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Christine. Yes, but you don’t get it without the special 
grace of God, and that & not bestowed on everybody 

Julia. On whom is it bestowed then? 

Christine. That’s just the great secret of the work of 
grace, Miss Julia, and the Lord has no regard for persons, but 
there those that are last shall be the foremost 

Julia. Yes, but that means he has regard for those that 
arc last. 

Christine. [Going right on] — and it is easier for a camel 
to go through a needle’s eye than for a rich man to get into 
heaven. That’s the way it is. Miss Julia. Now I am going, 
however — ^alone — and as I pass by. I’ll tell the stableman not 
to let out the horses if anybody should like to get away before 
the count <!omes home. Good-bj^c! [Goes out, 

Jean. Well, ain’t she a devil! — And all this for the sake 
of a finch ! 

Julia. [Apathetically] Never mind, the finch! — Can you 
see any way out of this, any way to end it? 

Jean. [Ponders] No! 

Julia. What would you do in my place? 

Jean. In your place? Let me see. As one of gentle birth, 
as a woman, as one who has — fallen. I don’t know — ^yes, I 
do know! 

Julia. [Picking up the razor with a significant gesture] Like 
this? 

Jean. Yes! — But please observe that I myself wouldn’t 
do it, for there is a difference between us. 

Julia. Because you are a man and I a woman? What is 
the difference? 

Jean. It is the same — as — ^that between man and woman. 

Julia. [With the razor in her hand] I want to, but I can- 
not! — My father couldn’t either, that time he should have 
done it. 



MISS JULIA 


161 


Jfan. No, he should not have done it, for he had to get his 
revenge^first. 

Julia. And now it is my mother’s turn to revenge herself 
again, through me. 

Jean. Have you not loved your father. Miss Julia? 

Julia. Yes, immensely, but I must have hated him, too* 
I think I must have been doing so without being aware of it. 
But he was the one who reared me in contempt for my own 
sex — half woman and half man! Whose fault is it, this that 
has happened? My father’s — my mother’s — my own? My 
own? Why, I have nothing that is my own. I haven’t a 
thought that didn’t come from my father; not a passion that 
didn’t come from my mother; and now this last — this about 
all human creatures being equal — I got that from him, my 
fiance — whom I call a scoundrel for that reason ! How can it 
be my own fault? To put the blame on Jesus, as Christine 
does — no, I am too pcoud for that, and know too much — 
thanks to my father’s teachings — And that al)out a rich 
person not getting into heaven, it’s just a lie, and Christine, 
who has money in the savings-bank, wouldn’t get in anyhow. 
Whose is the fault? — What does it matter whose it is? 
For just the same I am the one who must bear the guilt and 
the results 

Jean. Yes, but 

Two sharp strokes are rung on the bell. Miss Julia 
leaps to her feet. Jean changes his coat. 

Jean. The count is back. Think if Christine 

[Goes to the speaking-tube, Icnocks on it, and listens. 

Julia. Now he has been to the chiffonier! 

Jean. It is Jean, your lordship*! [Listening again, the specta- 
tors being unable to hear v)hat the count sapis] Yes, your lord- 
ship! [Listening] Yes, your lordship! At once! [Listening] 
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In a minute, your lordship! [Listening] Yes, yes! In hilf an 
hour! 

Julia. [Wiih intense concern] What did he say? Lord 
Jesus, what did he say? 

Jean. He called for his boots and wanted his coflFee in half 
an hour. 

Julia. In half an hour then! Oh, I am so tired. I can’t 
do anything; can’t repent, can’t run away, can’t stay, can’t 
live— can’t die! Help me now! Command me, and I’ll 
obey you like a dog! Do me this last favour — ^save my 
honour, and save his name! You know what my will ought 
to do, and what it cannot do — now give me your will, and 
make me do it! 

Jean. T don’t know why — but now I can’t either — I don’t 
understand — It is just as if this coat here made a — I cannot 
command you — and now, since I’ve heard the count’s voice — 
now — I can’t quite explain it — but— Oh, that damned 
menial is back in my spine again. I believe if the count 
sliould come down here, and if he should tell me to cut my 
own throat — I’d do it on the spot! 

Julia. Make believe that you are he, and that I am you!— 
You did some fine acting when you were on your knees before 
me — then you were the nobleman — or — have you over been to 
a show and seen one wlio could hypnotize people? 

Jean makes a sign of assent, 

Julia. He says to his subject: g(;t tlie broom. And the 
man gets it. He says: sweep. And the man sweeps. 

Jean. But then the other person must be asleep. 

Julia. [Ecstatically] I am asleep already — there is nothing 
in the whole room but a lot of smoke — and you look like a 
stove — that looks like a raan*in black clothes and a high hat 
— and your eyes glyw like coals wlien the fire is going out — 
and your face is a lump of white ashes*. [Thcsunlighlhas reached 
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the floor and is now falling on Jean] How warm and nice it is! 
[She rubs^ her hands as if warming Shem before a fire] And so 
light — and so peaceful! 

Jean. [Takes the razor and puis it in her hand] There’s the 

broom! Go now, while it is light — to the barn — and 

[Whispers something in her ear, 

Julia. [Awake] Thank you! Now I shall have rest! But 
tell me first — that the foremost also receive the gift of grace. 
Say it, even if you don’t believe it. , 

Jean. The foremost? No, I can’t do that! — But wait — 
Miss Julia — I know! You are no longer among the foremost 
— now when you are among the — last! 

Julia. That’s right. I am among the last of all: I am the 
very last. Oh! — But now I cannot go — Tell me once 
more that I must go! 

Jean. No, now I can’t do it either. I cannot! 

Julia. And those that are foremost shall be the last. 

Jean. Don’t think, don’t think! Why, you are taking 
away my strength, too, so that I become a coward — What? 
I thought I saw the bell moving! — To be that scared of a 
bell! Yes, but it isn’t only the bell — there is somebody be- 
hind it — a hand that makes it move — and something else 
that makes the hand move — but if you cover up your ears — 
just cover up your ears! Then it rings worse than ever! 
Rings and rings, until you answer it — and then it’s too late — 
then comes the sheriff — and then — 

Two quick rings from the bell, 

Jean. [Shrinks together; then he straightens himself up] 
It’s horrid! But there’s no other end to it! — Go! 

Julia goes firmly out through the door. 


Curtain. 
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INTRODUCTION 


Of Strindberg’s dramatic works the briefest is “The 
Stronger.” lie called it a “scene.” It is a mere incident — 
what is called a “sketch” on our vaudeville stage, and what 
the French so aptly have named a “quart d'heure.” And 
one of the two figures in the cast remains silent throughout 
the action, thus turning the little play practically into a 
monologue. Yet it has all the dramatic intensity which we 
have come to look upon as one of the main characteristics of 
Strindberg’s work for the stage. It is quivering with men- 
tal conflict, and because of this conflict human destinies may 
be seen to change while we are watching. Three life stories 
arc laid bare during the few minutes we are listening to the 
seemingly aimless, yet so ominous, chatter of Mrs, X , — and 
when she sallies forth at last, triumphant in her sense of pos- 
session, we know as much about her, her husband, and her 
rival, as if we had been reading a three-volume novel about 
them. 

Small as it is, the part of Mrs, X, would befit a ‘^star,” but 
an actress of genius and discernment might prefer the dumb 
part of Miss Y, One thing is certain : that the latter char- 
acter has few equals in its demand on the performer’s tact 
and skill and imagination. This wordless opponent of Mrs. 
X, is another of those vampire characters which Strindberg 
was so fond of drawing, and it is on her the limelight is 
directed with merciless persistency. 
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“The Stronger” was first published in 1890, as part of 
the collection of miscellaneous writings which their author 
named “Things Printed and Unprinted.” The present Eng- 
lish version was made by me some years ago — in the sum- 
mer of 1906 — when I first began to plan a Strindberg edi- 
tion for this country. At that time it appeared in the literary 
su])i)lcment of the Neio York Evening Post 
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A SCENE 


1890 



PERSONS 

Mits. X., an actrass, married, 
Misa Y., an actress, unmarried. 
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SCENE 

A comer of a hdies^ restaurant; tioo small tables of cast-iron^ 
a sofa covered with red plushy and a few chairs, 

Mrs. X. enters dressed in hat and winter coat, and carrying a 
pretty Japanese basket on her arm. 

Miss Y. has in front of her a partly emptied bottle of beer; she is 
reading an illustrated weekly^ and every now and then she 
exchanges it for a new one, 

Mrs. X. Well, how do, Millie! Here you are sitting on 
Christmas Eve as lonely as a poor bachelor. 

Miss Y. looks up from the paper for a momerd^ nods^ 
and resumes her reading, 

Mrs. X. Really, I feel sQ|ry to find you like this — alone — 
alone in a restaurant, and ori^ Christmas Eve of all times. It 
makes me as sad as when I saw a wedding party at Paris once 
in a restaurant — the bride was reading a comic paper and the 
groom was playing billiards with the witnesses. Ugh, when 
it begins that way, I thought, how will it end? Think of it, 
playing billiards on his wedding day! Yes, and you’re going 
to say that she was reading a comic paper — that’s a different 
case, my dear. 

A Waitress brings a cup of chocolate^ places it before 
Mrs. X., and disappears again, 

Mrs. X. [Sips a few spoonfuls; opens the basket and displays 
a number of Christmas presents] See what I’ve bought for my 
tots. [Picks up a doll] What do you think of this? Lisa is 

' 171 



17^2 


THE STRONGER 


to have it. She can roll her eyes and twist her head, do you 
see? Fine, is it not? And here’s a cork pistol for Carl. 

{Loads the 'pistol and pops it at Miss Y. 

Miss Y. starts cls if frightened. 

Mrs. X. Did I scare you? Why, you didn’t fear I was 
fjoing to shoot you, did you? Really, I didn't think you 
could believe that of me. If you were to shoot me — well, 
that wouldn't surprise me the least. I’ve got in your way 
once, and 1 know you'll never forget it — but I couldn't help 
it. You still think I intrigued you away from the Royal 
Theatre, and I didn't do anything of the kind — although you 
think so. Jhit is doesn’t matter what I say, of course — you 
b(‘licve it was I just the same. {Pulls out a pair of embroidered 
slippers] Well, these are for my hubby — tulips — I’ve embroid- 
ered them myself. Ilm, I hate tulips — and he must have 
them on everything. 

Miss Y. looks up from the pap§r with an expression of 
mingled sarcasm and curiosity. 

Mrs. X. [Puts a hand in each sUj)per] Just see what small 
feet Bob has. See? And you should see him walk — elegant! 
Of course, you’ve never seen him in slippers. 

Miss Y. laughs aloud. 

Mrs. X. Look here — here he comes. 

[Makes the slippers walk across the table. 

Miss Y. laughs again. 

Mrs. X. Then he gets angry, and he stamps his foot just 
like this: “Blame that cook who can’t learn how to make 
coffee.” Or: “ The idiot — now that girl has forgotten to fix my 
study lamp again.” Then there is a draught through the floor 
and his feet get cold: “Gee, but it’s freezing, and those blanked 
idiots don’t even know enough to keep the house warm.” 

rubs ths sole of one slipper against the instep of the 
other. 
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Miss Y. breaks into prolonged laughter, 

Mrs. X. And then he comes home and has to hunt for his 
% 

slippers — Mary has pushed them under the bureau. Well, 
perhaps it is not right to be making fun of one’s own husband. 
He’s pretty good for all that — ^a real dear little hubby, that’s 
what he is. You should have such a husband — what are you 
laughing at? Can’t you tell? Then, you see, I know he is 
faithful. Yes, I know, for he has told me himself — what in 
the world makes you giggle like that? That nasty Betty 
tried to get him away from me while I was on the road — can 
you think of anything more infamous? [Pause] But I’d have 
scratched the eyes out of her face, that’s what I’d have done 
if I had been at home when she tried it. [PaiLse] I’m glad 
Bob told me all about it, so I didn’t have to hear it first from 
somebody else. [Pause] And just think of it, Betty was not 
the only one! I don’t know why it is, but all women seem 
to be crazy after ray husband. It must be because they 
imagine his government position gives him something to say 
about the engagements. Perhaps you’ve tried it yourself — 
you may have set your traps for him, too? Yes, I don’t trust 
you very far — but I know he never (^ared for you — and then 
I have been thinking you rather had a grudge against him. 

Pause. They look at each other in an embarrassed 
manner, 

Mrs. X. Amelia, spend the evening with us, won’t you? 
Just to show that you are not angry — not with me, at least. 
I cannot tell exactly why, but it seems so awfully unpleasant 
to have you — ^you — for an enemy. Perhaps because I got in 
your way that time [rallentando] or — I don’t know — really, I 
don’t know at all 

Pause. Miss Y. gazes searchingly at Mrs. X. 

Mrs. X. [Thoughtfulbj] It was so pecyliar, the way our 
acquaintance— why, I was afraid of you when I first met you ; 
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so afraid that I did not dare to let you out of siglit. It di<ln’t 
matter where I tried to go — I always found invself near you. 
I didn’t liave the courage to he 3’our einuny — and so I became 
your friend. But there was always sometlnng discordant in 
tlie air wlien you called at our home, for I saw that my luis- 
hand didn’t like you — and it annoyed me — just as it does 
when a dress won’t fit. I tried my very best to make liim 
appear friendly to you at leasi, hut I couldn’t move him— 
not until you were engaged. Then you two became such fast 
friends that it almost looked as if you had not dared to show 
your real feelings before, when it was not safe — and later — 
let me see, now! I didn’t get jealous — strange, was it not? 
And I remember the baptism -you were acting as godmother, 
and I mad(' him kiss you —and he did, but both of you looked 
terribly embarrassed -that is, I didn’t think of it then -or 
afterwards, even — I never thought of it — till — mml [Risrs 
impulsively] Why don’t you say something? You havii not 
uttered a single word all this time. You’ve just let me go on 
talking. You’ve been sitting there staring at me only, and 
your eyes have drawn'out of me all th(\se tlioughts which were 
lying in me like silk in a cocoon — thoughts — bad thoughts 
maybe — let me think. Why did you break your engagement? 
Why have yo!’ never called on us afterward? Why don’t you 
w^ant to bi! with us to-night? 

Miss Y. makes a motion as if intend imy to spcah\ 

Mrs. X. No, you don’t need to say anything at all. All 
is clear to me now. So, that’s the reason of it all. Yes, yes! 
Everything fits together now. Shame on you! I don’t 
want to sit at the same table with you. [Moves her things to an- 
other table] That’s why I must put those hateful tulips on his 
slippers — because you love .them. [Throim the slippers on the 
floor] That’s why we have to sptmd the summer in the moun- 
tains — because you can’t bear the salt smell of the ocean; 
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lliat’s why my boy had to be called Eskil — because that was 
your fat^her’s name; that’s wliy I had to wear your colour, 
and i\'ad your books, and eat your favourite dishes, and drink 
your drinks — this chocolate, for instance; that’s why — great 
heavens! — it’s terrible to think of it — it’s terrible! Every- 
thing was forced on me by you — even your passions. Your 
soul bored itself into mine as a worm into an apple, and it ate 
and ate, and burrowed and burrowed, till nothing was left 
but tlie outside shell and a little black dust. I wanted to run 
away from you, but I couldn’t. You were always on hand 
like a snake with your black eyes to charm me — I felt how my 
wings beat tlie air only to drag me down — I was in the water, 
with my feet tied together, and the harder I worked with my 
arms, the further down I went — down, down, till I sank to 
the bottom, where you lay in wait like a monster crab to 
catch me with your claws — and now I’m there! Shame on 
you! IIow I hate you, hate you, hate you! But you, you 
just sit there, silent and calm and indifferent, whether the 
moon is new or full; whether it’s Christmas or mid-summer; 
wheth<T other people are happy or unhappy. You are in- 
capable of hatred, and you don’t know how to love. As a 
cat in front of a mouse-hole, you arc sitting there! — you can’t 
drag your prey out, and you can’t pursue it, but you can out- 
wait it. Here you sit in this corner — do you know they’ve 
nicknamed it “the mouse-trap” on your account? Here you 
read the papers to see if anybody is in trouble, or if anybody 
is about to be discharged from the theatre. Here you watch 
your victims and calculate your chances and take your trib- 
utes. Poor Amelia! Do you know, I pity you all the same, 
for I know you arc unhappy — unhappy as one who has been 
wounded, and malicious becauscT you are wounded. I ought 
to be angry with you, but really I can’t — ypu are so small after 
all — and as to Bob, why that does not bother me in the least. 
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What does it matter to me anyhow? If you or somebody else 
taught me to drink chocolate — what of that? [Tahes^a ajpoon- 
ful of chocolate; then sententiously] They say chocolate is very 
wholesome. And if I have learned from you how to dress — 
taut mieuxl — it has only given me a stronger hold on my hus- 
band — and you have lost where I have gained. Yes, judging 
by several signs, I think you have lost him already. Of 
course, you meant me to break with him — as you did, and as 
you are now regretting — but, you see, I never would do that. 
It won’t do to be narrow-minded, you know. And why should 
I take only what nobody else wants? Perhaps, after all, I am 
the stronger now. You never got anything from me; you 
men*ly gave — and thus hapi)ened to me what happened to 
the thief — I had what you missed when you woke up. How 
explain in any other way that, in your hand, everything proved 
worthless and useless? You were never able to keep a man’s 
love, in spite of your tulips and your passions — and I could; 
you could never learn the art of living from the books — as I 
learned it; you bore no little Eskil, although that was your 
father’s name. And why do you keep silent always and every- 
where — silent, ever silent? I used to think it was because you 
were so strong; and maybe the simple truth was you never had 
anything to ^ay — because you were unable to think! [Rises 
and picks up the slippers] I’m going home now — I’ll take the 
tulips with me — your tulips. You couldn’t learn anything 
from others; you couldn’t bend — and so you broke like a dry 
stem — and I didn’t. Thank you, Amelia, for all your in- 
structions. I thank you that you have taught me how to 
love my husband. Now I’m going home — to him! [Exit] 


Curtain. 
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INTRODUCTION 

This is one of the three plays which Strindberg placed at 
tlie head of his dramatic production during the middle ultra- 
naturalistic period, the other two being “The Father” and 
“Miss Julia.” It is, in many ways, one of the strongest he 
ever produced. Its rarely excelled unity of construction, its 
tremendous dramatic tension, and its wonderfiil psychological 
analysis combine to make it a masterpiece. 

In Swedish its name is “Fordringsagarc.” This indefinite 
form may be either singular or plural, but it is rarely used 
except as a plural. And the play itself makes it perfeidly 
clear that the proper translation of its title is “Creditors,” 
for under this aspect appear both the former and the present 
husband of Telcla, One of the main objects of the play is to 
reveal licr indebtedness first to one and then to the other 
of these men, while all the time she is posing as a person of 
original gifts. 

I have little doubt that Strindberg, at the tijne he wrote 
this play — and bear in mind that this happened only a year 
before he finally decided to free himself from an impossible 
marriage by an appeal to the law — believed Tekla to be fairly 
representative of womanhood in general. The utter unreason- 
ableness of such a view need hardly be pointed out, and I shall 
waste no time on it. A question more worthy of discussion 
is whether the figure of Tekla be true to life merely as the 
picture of a personality — as one out of numerous imaginable 
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variations on a type decided not by sex but by faculties and 
qualities. And the same question may well be raised in re- 
gard to the two men, both of wdiom are evidently intended to 
win our sympathy: one as the victim of a fate stronger than 
himself, and the other as the conqueror of adverse and hu- 
miliating circumstances. 

Personally, I am inclined to doubt whether a Tekla can be 
found in the flesh — and even if found, she might seem too 
exc(*ptional to gain acceptance as a real individuality. It 
must be remembered, however, that, in spite of his avowed 
realism, Strindberg did not draw his men and women in the 
spirit generally designated as impressionistic; that is, with 
the idea that they might step straight from his pages into life 
and there win recognition as human beings of familiar aspect. 
ITis realism is always mixed with idealism; his figures are 
always ‘‘doctored,” so to speak. And they have been thus 
treated in order to enable their creator to drive home the 
particular truth he is just then concerned with. 

Consciously or unconsciously he sought to produce what 
may be designated as “pure cultures” of certain human 
qualities. But these he took great pains to arrange in their 
proper psychological settings, for mental and moral qualities, 
like everythin -g else, run in groups that are more or less har- 
monious, if not exactly homogeneous. The man with a single 
quality, like Moliere’s Ilaryagon, was much too primitive and 
crude for Strindberg’s art, as he himself rightly asserted in 
his preface to “Miss Julia.” When he wanted to draw the 
genius of greed, so to speak, he did it by setting it in the 
midst of related qualities of a kind most likely to be attracted 
by it. 

Tekla is such a “pure culture” of a group of naturally cor- 
related mental and^ moral qualities and functions and tenden- 
cies — of a personality built up logically around a dominant 
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central note. There are within all of us many personalities, 
some of which remain for ever potentialities. But it is con- 
ceivable that any one of them, under circumstances different 
from those in which we have been living, might have developed 
into its severely logical consequence — or, if you please, into 
a human being that would be held abnormal if actually en- 
countered. 

This is exactly what Strindberg seems to have done time 
and again, both in his middle and final periods, in his novels 
as well as in his plays. In all of us a Telda, an Adolph^ a 
Gmtav — or a Jean and a M 'lss Julia — lie more or less dormant. 
And if we search our souls unsparingly, I fear the result can 
only be an admission that — had the needed set of circum- 
stances been provided — we might have come unplcJisantly 
close to one of those Strihdbergian creatures which we are 
now inclined to reject as unhuman. 

Here we have the secret of what I believer to be the great 
Swedish dramatist’s strongest hold on our interest. How 
could it otherwise happen that so many critics, of such widely 
differing temperaments, have recorded identical feelings as 
springing from a study of his work: on one side an active 
resentment, a keen unwillingness to be interested; on the 
other, an attraction that would not be denied in spite of reso- 
lute resistance to it! For Strindberg does hold us, even when 
w(' regret his power of doing so. And no one familiar with the 
conclusions of modern j)sychology could imagine such a para- 
dox possible did not the object of our sorely divided fcH.‘lings 
provide us with something that our minds instinctively recog- 
nise as true to life in some way, and for that reason valuable 
to the art of living. 

There are so many ways of presenting truth. Strindberg^s 
is only one of them — and not the one qommonly employed 
nowadays. Its main fault lies perhaps in being too intellectual. 
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too abstract. For while Strindberg was intensely emotional, 
and while this fact colours all his writings, he could only 
express himself through his reason. An emotion that would 
move another man to murder w'ould precipitate Strindberg 
into merciless analysis of his own or somebody elsc’s mental 
and moral make-up. At any rate, I do not proclaim liis way 
of presenting truth as the best one of all available. But 
I suspect that this decidedly strange way of Strindberg’s 
— resulting in such repulsively superior beings as Gustav^ 
or in such grievously inferior ones as Adolph — may come 
nearer the temper and needs of the future than do the ways 
of much more plausible writers. This does not need to im- 
ply that the future will imitate Strindberg. But it may 
ascertain what he aimed at doing, and then do it with a 
degree of perfection which he, the^pioneer, could never hope 
to attain. 
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1889 



PERSONS 

Tekla 

Adolph, her hvshamL a 'painter 

Gustav, her divorced huabaiuU a high-school teacher (v^ho is 

travelling under an assumed name) 

% 

SCENE 

A parlor in a summer hotel on the sea-shore. The rear wall 
has a door opening on a veranda, beyond which is seen a land- 
scape. To the right of the door stands a table with newspapers 
on it. There is a chair on the left side of the stage. To the right 
of the table stands a sofa. A door on the right leads to an adjoin- 
ing room. 
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Adolph and Gustav, the latter seated on the sofa by the table 
to the right. 

Adolph. [At work on a wax figure on a miniature modelling 
stand; his crutches are placed beside him] — anil for all this I 
have to thank you ! 

Gustav. [Smoking a cigar] Oh, nonsense! 

Adolph. Why, certainly! During the first days after my 
wife had gone, I lay helpless on a sofa and did nothing but 
long for her. It was as if she had taken away niy crubdics 
with her, so that I couldn’t move from the spot. When I had 
slept a couple of days, I seemed to come to, and began to pull 
myself together. My head calmed down after having been 
working feverishly. Old thoughts from days gone by bobbed 
up again. I’he desire to work and the instinct for ereatioii 
came back. My eyes recovered their faculty of quick and 
straight vision — and then you showed up. 

Gustav. I admit you were in a miserable condition when 
I first met you, and you had to use your crutches when you 
walked, but this is not to say that my presence has been the 
cause of your recovery. You needed a rest, and you had a 
craving for masculine company. 

Adolph. Oh, that’s true enough, like everything you say. 
Once I used to have men for friends, but I thought them super- 
fluous after I married, and I felt quite satisfied with the one 
I had chosen. Later I was drawm into new circles and made a 
lot of acquaintances, but ray wife was jealous of them — she 
wanted to keep me to herself: worse still — she wanted also 
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to keep my friends to herself. And so I was left alone with 
my own jealousy. 

Gustav. Yes, you have a strong tendency toward that 
kind of disease. 

Adoijui. T was afraid of losing her — and I tried to prevent 
it. There is nothing strange in that. But I was never afraid 

that she miglit be deceiving me 

Gustav. No, that’s what married men are never afraid of. 
Adolph. Yes, isn’t it queer.^ What I rciilly feared was that 
li(T friends would get such an influence over her that they 
would begin to exercise some kind of indirect power over me — 
and that is something I couldn’t bear. 

Gustav. So your ideas^ don't agree — yours and your wif('’s.^ 
Adolph. Secnng that you have heard so much already, I 
may as w('ll tell you everything. My wife has an independent 
natur(i — what are you smiling at.^ 

Gustav. Go on! Slu! has an independent nature 

Adolph. Which cannot accept anything from me 

Gustav', But from everybody else. 

Adolph. [After a pause] Yes. — And it looked as if she 
especially hated my ideas because they were mine, and not 
because there was anything wrong about them. J'or it used 
to happen qnite often that she advanced ideas that had omre 
been mine, and that she stood up for them as her own. Yes, 
it even happened that friends of mine gave her ideas which 
they had taken directly from me, and then they seemed all 
right. Everything was all right except what eame from me. 
Gustav. Which means that you are not entirely happy? 
Adolph. Oh yes, I am happy. I have the one I wanted, 
and I have never wanted anybody else. 

Gustav. And you have never wanted to be free? 

Adolph. No, I can’t say that I have. Oh, well, sometimes 
I have imagined that it might seeni like a rest to be free. But 
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the moment she leaves me, I begin to long for her — long for 
her as for my own arms and legs. It is queer that sometimes 
I have a feeling that she is nothing in herself, but only a part 
of myself — an organ that can take away with it my will, my 
very desire to live. It seems almost as if I had deposited 
with her that centre of vitality of which the anatomical books 
tell us. 

Gustav. Perhaps, when we get to the bottom of it, that is 
just what ha5J happened. 

Adolph. How could it be so.^^ Is she not an independent 
being, with thoughts of her own? And when I met her I was 
nothing — a child of an artist whom she undertook to educate. 

Gustav. But later ycni developed her thoughts and edu- 
cated her, didn’t you? 

Adolph. No, she stopped growing and I pushed on. 

Gustav. Yes, isn’t it strange that her “authoring” seemed 
to fall off after her first book — or that it failed to improve, at 
least? But that first time she had a subject which wrote 
itself — for I understand she used her former husband for a 
model. You never knew him, did you? They say he was an 
idiot. 

Adolph. I never knew him, as he was away for six months 
at a time. But he must have been an arch-idiot, judging by 
her picture of him. [Fame] And you may feel sure that the 
picture was correct. 

Gustav. I do! — But why did she ever take him? 

Adolph. Because she didn’t know him well enough. Of 
course, you never do get acquainted until afterward! 

Gustav. And for that reason one ought not to marry until 
— afterward. — And he was a tyrant, of course? 

Adolph. Of course? 

Gustav. Why, so are all married men. \Feeling his way] 
And you not the least. 
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Adolph. I? Who let my wife come and go as she pleases 

Gustav. Well, that’s nothing. You couldn’t lock her up, 
could you? But do you like her to stay away whole nights? 

Adolph. No, really, I don’t. 

(jUSTAV. There, you see! [With a change of tactics] And to 
t(‘ll the truLli, it would only make you ridiculous to like it. 

Aixjlpit. Ilidiculous? Can a man be ridiculous because he 
trusts Jiis wife? 

CiusTAV. Of course he can. And it’s just wdiat you are 
already — and thoroughly at that! 

Adolph, [(^nivnlsivti?/] I! It’s what I dread most of all — 
and there’s going to be a change. 

Gustav. Don’t got excited now — or you’ll have another 
attack. 

Adolph. But why isn't she ruliculous when I stay out all 
night? 

(tustav. Yes, why? Well, it’s nothing that concerns you, 
but that’s the way it is. And while you arc trying to figure out 
why, the mishap has already occurred. 

Adolph. What mishap? 

Gustav. Ilowx^ver, tlie first husband was a tyrant, and she 
took him only to get her freedom. You see, a girl cannot have 
freedom exe(*pl by providing herself with a chaperon — or what 
we eall a husband. 

Adolph. Of course not. 

(iusTAV. And now you are the chaperon. 

Adolph. I? 

Gustav. Since you are her husband. 

Adolph keeps a preoccupied silence, 

Gustav. Am I not right? 

Adolph. [Uneasily] I don’t know. You live with a woman 
for years, and you never stop to analyse her, or your relation- 
ship with her, and then — then you begin to tliink — and there 



CREDITORS 


189 


you are! — Gustav, you are my friend. The only male friend 
I have. During this last week you have given me courage 
to live agitin. It is as if your own magnetism had been poured 
into me. Like a watchmaker, you have fixed the works in my 
head and wound up the spring again. Can’t you hear, your- 
self, how I think more clearly and speak more to the point.^ 
And to myself at least it seems as if iny voice had recovered 
its ring. 

Gustav. So it seems to me also. And why is that? 

Adolph. I shouldn’t wonder if you grew accustomed to 
lower your voice in talking to women. I know at least that 
Tekla always used to accuse me of shouting. 

Gustav. And so you toned down your voice and accepted 
the rule of the slipper? 

Adolph. That isn’t quite the way to put it. [After some 
reflection] I think it is even worse than that. But let us talk 
of something else! — Wliat was I saying? — Yes, you came here, 
and you enabled me to see my art in its true light. Of course, 
for some time I had noticed my growing lack of interest in 
painting, as it didn’t seem to offer me the proper medium 
for the expression of what I wanted to bring out. But when 
you explained all this to me, and made it clear why painting 
must fail as a timely outlet for the creative instinct, then I 
saw the light at last — and I realised that hereafter it would 
not be possible for me to express myself by me^ns of colour 
only. 

Gustav. Are you quite sure now that you cannot go on 
painting — that you may not have a relapse? 

Adolph. Perfectly sure! For I have tested myself. When 
I went to bed that night after our talk, I rehearsed your argu- 
ment point by point, and I knew you had it right. But when 
I woke up from a good night’s sleep and my head was clear 
again, then it came over me in a flash that you might be mis- 
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taken after all. And I jumped out of bed and got hold of my 
brushes and paints — but it was no use! Every trace of illu- 
sion was gone — it was nothing but smears of pukit, and I 
(j naked at the thouglit of liaving l^elieved, and having made 
others believ’e, that a painted canvas could be anything but 
a painted canvas. The veil liad fallen from my ey(‘s, and it 
was just as imi)ossiblc for me to paint any more as it was to 
become a child again. 

GrsTAV. And then you saw that the realistic tendency of 
our day, its craving for actuality and tangibility, could only 
find its proper form in sculptiir(\ which gives you body, ex- 
tension in all three dimensions 

Adolph. [Vaguely] The three dimensions — oli yes, body, 
in a word! 

CusTAV. And then you became a sculptor yourself. Or 
rather, you have been one all your life, but you had gone 
astray, and nothing was needed but a guide to put you on the 
right road— Tell me, do you experience supreme joy now 
when you are at work.^ 

Adolph. Now I am living! 

Gustav. May I see what you are doing? 

Adolph. A female figure. 

Gustav. Without a model? And so lifelike at that! 

Adolph. [Apathetically] Yes, but it resembl(\s somebody. 
It is remarkable that this woman seems to have become a 
part of my iiody as I of hers. 

Gustav. AVell, that’s not so very remarkable. Do you 
know what transfusion is? 

Adolph. Of blood? Yes. 

Gustav. And you seem to have bled yourself a little too 
much. When I look at the figure her(‘ I comprehend several 
things which I merely guessed before. You have loved her 
tremendously ! 
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Adolph. Yos, to such an extent that I couldn't tell whether 
she was I or I she. When she is smiling, I smile also. When 
she is weeping, I weep. And when she — can you imagine 
anything like it? — when she was giving life to our child — I 
felt the birth pangs witliin myself. 

CusTAV. Do you know, my dear friend — I hate to speak of 
it, but you are alr(‘ady sliowing the first symptoms of epilepsy. 

Adot.ph. [Acjitatnl] I! How can you tell? 

Gustav. Because I have watched the symptoms in a 
y()ung(T brother of mine who had been worshipping Venus 
a little too excessively. 

Adolph. How— liow did it show itself — that thing you 
spoke of? # 

[Duriruj thr following passage Gustav speaks with great 
anirnaiion, and Adolpi£ listens so intently thaU un- 
consciously, he imitates many of Gustav’s gestures. 

Gustav. It was dn*adfnl to witness, and if you don’t feel 
strong enough I won’t inflict a description of it on you. 

Adolph, [N ervoiisly] Yes, go right on — just go on ! 

Gustav. Well, the boy happciuMl to marry an innocent 
little creature with curls, and (‘yes like a turtle-dove; with 
the face of a child and the pure soul of an angel. But never- 
theless she managed to usurp the male pren^gativc 

Adolph. What is that? 

Gustav. Initiative, of course. And with the result that 
the angel nearly carried him off to heaven. But first he had 
to be put on the cross and made to feel the nails in his flesh. 
It was horrible! 

Adolph. [Breathlessly] Well, what happened? 

Gustav. [Lingering on each word] We might be sitting 
together talking, he and I — and when I had been speaking for 
a w hile his face would turn white as chalk^his arms and legs 
would grow stift‘, and his thumbs became twisted against the 



192 


CREDITORS 


palms of his hands — like this. [lie illustrates the movement and 
it is imitated hy Adolph] Then his eyes became bloodshot, and 
he began to chew — like this. [He chews, and agaih Adolph 
imitates him] The saliva was rattling in his throat. His chest 
was squeezed together as if it had been closed in a vice. The 
pupils of his eyes flickered like gas-jets. Ilis tongue beat the 
saliva into a lather, and he sank — slowly — down — backward — 
into the chair — as if he were drowning. And then 

Adolph, [hi a whisper] Stop now! 

Gustav. And then — Arc you not feeling well? 

Adolph. No. 

Gustav. [Gets a glass of water for him] There: drink now. 
And we’ll talk of something else. 

Adolph. [Feebly] Tliank you! Please go on! 

Gustav. Well — when he came to he couldn’t remember 
anything at all. He had simply lost consciousness. Has that 
ever happened to you? 

Adolph. Yes, I have had attacks of vertigo now and then, 
but my physician says it’s only anaemia. 

Gustav. Well, that’s the beginning of it, you know. But, 
believe me, it will end in epilepsy if you don’t take care of 
yourself. 

Adolph. What can I do? 

Gustav. To begin with, you will have to observe complete 
abstinence. 

Adolph. For how long? 

Gustav. For half a year at least. 

Adolph. I cannot do it. That would upset our married 
life. 

Gustav. Good-bye to you then! 

Adolph. [Covers up the wax figure] I cannot do it! 

Gustav. Can you not save your own life? — But tell me, 
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as you have already given me so much of your confidence — is 
tlicre no other canker, no secret wound, that troubles you? 
For it is very rare to find only one cause of discord, as life is 
so full of variety and so fruitful in chances for false relation- 
ships. Is there not a corpse in your cargo that you are trying 
to hide from yourself? — For instance, you said a minute ago 
that you have a child which has been left in other people’s 
care. Why don’t you keep it with you? 

Adolph. My wife doesn’t want us to do so. 

Gustav. And her reason? Speak up now! 

Adolph. Because, when it was about three years old, it 
began to look like liini, her former husband. 

Gustav. Well? Have you seen her former husband? 

Adolph. No, never. I have only had a casual glance at 
a very poor portrait of him, and then I couldn’t detect the 
slightest resemblance. 

Gustav. Oli, portraits are never like the original, and, 
besides, he might have changed considerably since it was 
made. However, I hope it hasn't aroused any suspicions in 
you ? 

Adolph. Not at all. 'Fhe child was born a year after our 
marriage, and the husband was abroad when I first met 
Tekla — it happened riglit here, in this very house even, and 
that's wliy we come here every summer. 

Gustav. No, then there can be no cause for suspicion. 
And you wouldn’t have had any reason to trouble yourself 
anyhow, for the children of a widow who marries again often 
show a likeness to her dead husband. It is annoying, of 
course, and that’s why they used to burn all widows in 
India, as you know. — But tell me: have you ever felt 
jealous of him — of his memory? Would it not sicken you 
to meet him on a walk and hear him, with his eyes on 
your Tekla, use the word "‘we” instead of “I”? — We! 
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Adolph. I cannot deny that I have been pursued by that 
very thought. 

Gustav. There, now ! — ^And you’ll never get rid of it. There 
are discords in this life which can never be reduced to harmony. 
For this reason you had better put wax in your ears and go to 
work. If you work, and grow old, and pile masses of new im- 
pressions on the hatches, then the corpse will stay quiet in the 
hold. 

Adolph. Pardon me for interrupting you, but — it is won- 
derful how you resemble Tekla now and then while you are 
talking. You have a way of blinking one eye as if you were 
taking aim with a gun, and your eyes have the same influence 
on me as hers have at tiqies. 

Gustav. No, really? 

Adolph. And now you said thav “no, really” in the same 
indifferent way that she does. She also has the habit of say- 
ing “no, really” quite often. 

Gustav. Perhaps we are distantly related, seeing that all 
human beings are said to be of one family. At any rate, it 
will be interesting to make your wife’s acquaintance to see if 
what you say is true. 

Adolph. And do you know, she never takes an expression 
from me. She seems rather to avoid my vocabulary, and 
I have never caught her using any of my gestures. And 
yet people as a rule develop what is called “marital resem- 
blance.” 

Gustav. And do you know why this has not happened in 
your case.^ — That woman has never loved you. 

Adolph. What do you mean? 

Gustav. I hope you will excuse what I am saying — but 
woman’s love Cf)nsists in taking, in receiving, and one from 
whom she takes nothing does not have her love. She has 
never loved you! 
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Adolph. Don’t you think her capable of loving more than 
once? 

GustAv. No, for we cannot be deceived more than once. 
Then our eyes are opened once for all. You have never been 
deceived, and so you had better beware of those that have. 
They are dangerous, I tell you. 

, Adolph. Your words pierce me like knife thrusts, and I 
feel as if something were being severed within me, but I 
cannot help it. And this cutting brings a certain relief, too. 
For it means tlie pricking of ulcers that never seemed to ripen. 
— She has never loved me! — Why, tlien, did she ever take 
me? 

Gustav. Tell me first how slip came to take you, and 
whether it was you who took her or she who took yon? 

Adolph. Heaven only^cnows if I can tell at all! — How did 
it happen? Well, it didn’t come about in one day. 

Gustav. Would you like to have me tell you how it did 
happen? 

Adolph. That’s more than you can do. 

Gustav. Oh, by using the information about yourself and 
your wife that you have given me, I think I can re(‘onstruct 
the whole event. Listen now, and you’ll hear. [In a dispas- 
sionate tone, almost humorously] The husband had gone abroad 
to study, and she was alone. At first her freedom seemed 
rather pleasant. Then came a sense of vacancy, for 1 pre- 
sume she was pretty empty when she had lived by herself 
for a fortnight. Then he appeared, and by and by the 
vacancy was filled up. By comparison the abs(‘nt one 
seemed to fade out, and for the simple reason that he was at 
a distance — you know the law about the square of the dis- 
tance? But when they felt their passions stirring, then came 
fear — of themselves, of their consciences ,^of him. f'or prot tac- 
tion they played brother and sister. And the more their 
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feelings smacked of the flesh, the more they tried to make 
tli(‘ir relationship appear spiritual. ^ 

AdoIvPH. Brother and sister? How could you kn6w that? 

Gustav. I guessed it. Children are in the habit of playing 
papa and mamma, but when they grow up they play brother 
and sister — in order to hide what should be hidden ! — ^And then 
they took the vow of chastity— and then they played hide-^ 
and-seek — until they got in a dark corner where they were 
sure of not being seen by anybody. [With mqck severity] 
But they felt that there was one whose eye reached them in 
the darkness — and tliey grew frightened — and their fright 
raised the spectre of the absent one — his figure began to 
assume immense proportions — it became metamorphosed: 
turned into a nightmare that disturbed their amorous slum- 
bers; a creditor who knocked at all doors. Then they saw 
liis black hand between their own as these sneaked toward 
each other across the table; and they heard his grating 
voice through that stillness of the night that should have 
been broken only by the beating of their own pulses. He 
did not prevent them from possessing each other but he 
spoiled their haj)piness. And when they became aware of 
his invisible interference with their happiness; wlieri tliey 
took flight at * xst — a vain flight from the memories that pur- 
sued them, from the liability they had left behind, from the 
public opinion they could not face — and wlien they found 
themselves without the strength needed to carry their own 
guilt, then they had to send out into the fields for a scapegoat 
to be sacrificed. They were free-thinkers, but they did not 
have the courage to step forward and speak openly to him the 
words: “We love each other!” To spm it up, they were cow- 
ards, and so the tyrant had to be slaughtered. Is that right? 

Adolph. Yes, but^you forget that she educated me, that 
she filled my head with new thoughts 
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Gustav. I have not forgotten it. But tell me: why could 
she not educate the other man also — into a free-th inker.?' 

Adoli^h. Oh, he was an idiot! 

Gustav. Oh, of course — he was an idiot! But that’s 
rather an ambiguous term, and, as pictured in her novel, his 
idiocy seems mainly to have consisted in failure to understand 
her. Pardon me a question: but is your wife so very profound 
after all.?' I have discovered nothing profound in her writings. 

Adolph. ♦Neither have I. — But then I have also to confess 
a certain difficulty in und(Tstandiiig her. It is as if the cogs 
of our brain wheels didn't fit into each other, and as if some- 
thing went to pieces in my head when I try to comprehend her. 

Gustav. Maybe you are an idicft, too? 

Adolph. I don’t think so! And it seems to me all the time 
as if she were in the wrong — Would you care to read this 
letter, for instance, which I got to-day? 

• [Takes out a letter from his pocket-book. 

Gustav. [Glajicing through the letter] Ilm! The handwrit- 
ing seems strangely familiar. 

Adolph. Rather masculine, don’t you think? 

Gustav. Well, I know' at least one man who writes that 
kind of hand — She addresses you as “brother.” Are you 
still playing comedy to each other? And do you never permit 
yourselves any greater familiarity in speaking to each other? 

Adolph. No, it seems to me that all mutual respect is lost 
in that way. 

Gustav. And is it to make you respect her that she calls 
herself your sister? 

Adolph. I want to respect her more than myself. I want 
her to be the better part of my own self. 

Gustav. Why don’t you be that better part yourself? 
Would it be less convenient than to permit somebody else to 
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fill the part? Do you want to place yourself beneath your 
wife? 

Adolph. Yes, I do. I take a pleasure in never quite reach- 
ing up to her. I have taught her to swim, for example, and 
now I enjoy hearing her boast that she surpasses me both in 
skill and <laring. To begin with, I merely pretend('d to be 
awkward and timid in order to raise her courag(\ And so 
ended with iny actually being her inferior, more of a coward 
than slie. It almost seemed to me as if she Iiad actually taken 
my courage away from me. 

Gustav. Have you taught her anything else? 

Adoliui. Yes — but it must stay between us — I have 
tauglit her how to spell, which she didn't know before. But 
now, listen: wlnm she took charge of our domestic eorresj>on- 
donc'e, I grew out of the habit of v^riting. And think of it: 
as the years passed on, lack of practice made me forget a little 
here and there of my grammar. But do you think she recalls 
that I was the one who taught her at the start? No — and so 
I am “the idiot,” of course. 

(lUSTAV. So you are an idiot already? 

Adolph. Oh, it’s just a joke, of course! 

Gustav. Of course*! But this is clear cannibalism, I think. 
Do you knov' what's Ixdiind that sort of practice? The 
savages eat their enemies in order to ae(|uire their useful 
qualities. And this woman has been eating your soul, your 
courage, your knowledge 

Adolph. And my faith! It was I who urged her to write 
her flrst book 

Gustav. [Making a face] Oh-h-h! 

Adolph. It was I who praised lier, even when I found her 
stuff rather poor. It was I who brouglit her into literary cir- 
cles where she could gather honey from our most ornamental 
literary flowers. It was I who used my personal influence 
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to keep the critics from her throat. It was I who blew her 
faith in herself into flame; blew on it until I lost my own 
breath. »I gave, gave, gave — until I had nothing left for my- 
self. Do you know — I’ll tell you everything now — do you 
know I really believe — and the human soul is so peculiarly 
constituted — I believe that when my artistic successes seemed 
jj^boiit to put her in the shadow — as well as her reputation — 
then I tried to put courage into her by belittling myself, and 
by making my own art seem inferior to hers. I talked so long 
about the insignificant part played by painting on the whole — 
talked so long about it, and invented so many reasons to prove 
what I said, that one fine day I found myself convinced of its 
futility. So all you had to do was to breathe on a house of 
cards. 

Gustav. Pardon me foe recalling what you said at the be- 
ginning of our talk — that she had never taken anything from 
you. 

Adolph. She doesn’t nowadays. Because there is nothing 
more to take. 

Gustav. The snake being full, it vomits now. 

Adolph. Perhaps she has been taking a good deal more 
from me than I have been aware of? 

Gustav. You can be sure of that. She took when you were 
not looking, and that is called theft. 

Adolph. Perhaps she never did educate me? 

Gustav. But you her? In all likelihood! But it was her 
trick to make it appear the other way to you. May I ask how 
she set about educating you? 

Adolph. Oh, first of all — ^lim! 

Gustav. Well? 

Adolph. Well, I 

Gustav. No, we were speaking of her. 

Adolph. Really, I cannot tell now. 
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Gustav. Do you see! 

Adolph. However — she devoured my faith also, and so I 
sank further and further down, until you came along and 
gave me a new faith. 

Gustav. [Smiling] In sculpture.^ 

Adolph. [Donhtfully] Yes. 

Gustav. And have you really faith in it.^ In this ah 
strael, anli(juated art that <lates back to the childhood of 
( ivilisalion? Do you believe that you can obtain your effect 
by pure form - by the three dimensions — tell me? That you 
can rea<‘li tli(‘ practical mind of our own day, and convey an 
illusion to it. without the use of colour — without colour, mind 
you— do you really belu‘V<,‘ that? 

Adolph, [(^rub^hed] No! 

Gusyw. Well, I don't either. 

Adolph. Why, then, did you say you did? 

Gustav. Because 1 pitied you. 

Adolph. Yes, I am to be pitied! For now I am bankrupt! 
Finished! — And worst of all: not even she is left to me! 

Gustav. Well, what could you do with her? 

Adolph. Oh, she would be to me what God was before I 
became an atludst : an objec't that might help me to exercise 
my sense of v< Deration. 

Gustav. Bury your sense of veneration and let something 
else grow on top of it. A little wliolesome scorn, for instance. 

Adolph. I cannot live without having something to re- 
spect — 

Gustav. Slave! 

Adolph. — without a woman to respect and worship! 

Gustav. Oh, Hell! Then you had better take back your 
God— if you needs must have something to kow-tow to! 
You’re a fine atheis^, with all that superstition about woman 
still in you! You’re a fine free-thinker, who dare not think 
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freely about the dear ladies ! Do you know what that incom- 
prehensible, sphinx-like, profound something in your wife 
really is'? It is sheer stupidity! — ^Look here; she cannot 
even distinguish between th and t. And that, you know, 
means there is something wrong with the mechanism. When 
you look at the case, it looks like a chronometer, but the works 
mside are those of an ordinary cheap watch. — Nothing but the 
skirts — that’s all! Put trousers on her, give her a pair of 
moustaches of soot under her nose, then take a good, sober 
look at her, and listen to her in the same manner: you’ll find 
the instrument has another sound to it. A phonograph, and 
nothing else — giving you back your own words, or those of 
other ptx)plc — and always in diluted form. Have you ever 
looked at a naked woman — oh yes, yes, of course! A youth 
with over-developed br^sts; an under-developed man; a 
child that has shot up to full height and then stopped grow- 
ing in other respects; one who is chronically anaemic; what 
can you expect of such a creature? 

Adolph. Supposing all that to be true — how can it be 
possible that I still think her my equal? 

Gustav. Hallucination — the hypnotising power of skirts! 
Or — the two of you may actually have become equals. The 
levelling process has been finished. Her capillarity has brought 
the water in both tubes to the same height. — Tell me [taking 
out his watch ] : our talk has now lasted six hours, and your 
wife ought soon to be here. Don’t you think we had better 
stop, so that you can get a rest? 

Adolph. No, don’t leave me! I don’t dare to be alone! 

Gustav. Oh, for a little while only — and then the lady will 
come. 

Adolph. Yes, she is coming!— It’s all so queer! I long for 
her, but I am afraid of her. She pets mc!^ she is tender to me, 
but there is suffocation in her kisses — something that pulls 
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and numbs. And I feel like a circus child that is being pinched 
by the clown in order that it may look rosy-cheeked when 
it appears before the public. 

Gustav. I feel very sorry for you, my friend. Without 
being a pliysician, I can tell that you are a dying man. It is 
enougli to look at your latest pictures in order to see that. 

Adoi.iut. You think so.^ How can you sec it? , 

Gustav. Your colour is watery blue, anaemic, thin, so that 
the cadaverous yellow of the canvas shines through. And it 
impresses me as if your own hollow, putty-coloured cheeks 
were showing beneath 

Adolph. Oh, stop, stop! 

Gustav. Well, this is nqt only my personal opinion. Have 
you read to-day's paper? 

Adolph. \Shrinkmg] No! 

CiusTAV. It’s on the table here. 

Adolph. [lieaching for the paper without daring to take hold 
of it] Do they speak of it there? 

Gustav. Read it — or do you want me to read it to you? 

Adolph. No! 

Gustav. I’ll leave you, if you want me to. 

Adolph. No, no, no! — I don’t know — it seems as if I were 
Ix'ginniiig to l^ate you, and yet I cannot let you go. — You drag 
me out of the hole into which I have fallen, but no sooner do 
you get me on firm ice, than you knock me on the head ami 
shove me into the water again. As long as my secrets were my 
own, I had still something left within me, but now I am quite 
empty. There is a canvas by an Italian master, showing a 
scene of torture — a saint whose intestines are being torn out 
of him and rolled on the axle of a windlass. The martyr is 
watcliing himself grow thinner and thinner, while the roll 
oil the axle grows Jhicker. — Now it seems to me as if you 
had swelled out sinee you began to dig in me; and when you 
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leave, you'll carry away my vitals with you, and leave nothing 
but ah empty shell behind. 

Gustay- How you do let your fancy run away with you! — 
And besides, your wife is bringing back your heart. 

Adolph. No, not since you have burned her to ashes. 
Everything is in ashes where you have passed along: my art, 
my love, my hope, my faith! 

Gustav. All of it was pretty nearly finished before I came 
along. 

Adolph. Yes, but it might have been saved. Now it's 
too late — incendiary! 

Gustav. We have cleared some ground only. Now we’ll 
sow in the ashes. 

Adolph. I hate you ! I curse you ! 

Gustav. Good symptoms! There is still some strength left 
in you. And now I’ll pull you up on the ice again. Listen 
now ! Do you want to listen to me, and do you want to obey 
me? 

Adolph. Do with me what you will — I’ll obey you! 

Gustav. [Rising] Look at me! 

Adolph. [Looking at Gustav] Now you are looking at me 
again with that other pair of eyes which attracts me. 

Gustav. And listen to me! 

Adolph. Yes, but speak of yourself. Don’t talk of me any 
longer: I am like an open wound and cannot bear being 
touched. 

Gustav. No, there is nothing to say about me. I am a 
teacher of dead languages, and a widower — that’s all! Take 
my hand. 

Adolph. What terrible power there must be in you! It 
feels as if I were touching an electrical generator. 

Gustav. And bear in mind that I have been as weak as you 
are now. — Stand up! 
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Adolph. [Rises, hut keeps himself from, falling only hy throw- 
ing his arms around the neck of Gustav] I am like a boneless 
baby, and my brain seems to lie bare. 

Gustav. Take a turn across the floor! 

Adolph. I eannot! 

Gustav. Do what I say, or I’ll strike you! 

Adolph. [Straightening him.sclf What arc you saying? 

if 

Gustav. I'll strike you, I said. 

Adolph. [Leaping backward in a rage] You! 

* 

Gustav. That’s it! Now you have got the blood into 
your h(‘ad, and your self-assurance is awake. And now I’ll 
give you some eh'ctriticy: where is your wife? 

Adolph. Where is she? 

Gustav. Yes. 

Adolph. She is — at — a meeting, 

Gustav. Sure? 

Adolph. Absolutely! 

Gustav. What kind of meeting? 

Adolph. Oh, something relating to an orphan asylum. 

Gustav. Did you part as friends? 

Adolph. [With some hesitation] Not as frit'iids. 

Gustav. As enemies then! — What did you say that pro- 
voked her.^ 

Adolph. You are terrible. I am afraid of you. How could 
you know? 

Gustav. It’s very simple: I possess three known factors, 
and with their help I figure out the unknown one. What did 
you say to her? 

Adolph. I said — two words only, but they were dreadful, 
and I regret them — regret them very much. 

Gustav. Don’t do it! Tyll me now? 

Adolph. I said: “Old flirt!” 

Gustav. What more did you say? 
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Adolph. Nothing at all. 

GusfAV. Yes, you did, but you have forgotten it — perliaps 
because yoy don’t dare remember it. You have put it away 
ill a secret drawer, but you have got to open it now ! 

AnoLPir. I can’t remember! 

Gustav. But I know. This is what you said: “You ought 

to be ashamed of flirting when you are too old to have any 

% * 

more lovers!” 

Adolph. Did I say that? I must have said it! — But how 
can you know that I did? 

Gustav. I heard her tell the story on board the boat as I 
came here. 

Adolph. To whom? 

Gustav. To four young men who formed licr company. 
She is already developing a*taste for chaste young men, just 
like 

Adolph. But there is nothing wrong in that? 

Gustav. No more than in playing brother and sister when 
you arc papa and mamma. 

Adolph. So you have seen her then? 

Gustav. Yes, I have. But you have never seen her when 
you didn’t — I mean, when you were not present. And there’s 
the reason, you see, why a husband can never really know his 
wife. Have you a portrait of her? 

Adolph takes a photograph from his pocketbook. There 
is a look of aroused curiosity on his face. 

Gustav. You were not present when this was taken? 
Adolph. No. 

Gustav. Look at it. Does it bear much resemblance to the 
portrait you painted of her? Hardly any! The features are 
the same, but the expression is (piitp different. But you don’t 
see this, because your own picture of her creeps in between 
your eyes and this one. Look at it now as a painter, without 
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giving a thought io the original. What does it re])resent.^ 
Notliing, so far as I can see, but an Jiffected eoiiuetle ftiviting 
somebody to come and play with Ikt. Do you, notice this 
cynical line around the month which you are ncv’cr allowed 
to see? Can you see that her eyes arc seeking out some man 
who is not you? Do you observe tliat her dress is cut low at 
tlie neck, that her liair is done up in a different wa^^ that Ikt 

e «s' 

sleeve has managed to slip back from her arm? Can you sec? 

Adolph. Yes — now I see. 

Gustav. Look out, iny boy! 

Adolph. For wliat? 

(xiLSTAV. For her revenge! Bear in mind that when you 
said she could not attra/*t a man, you struck at what to lu'r 
is most sacred — tlie one thing above all others. If you had 
told her that she wrote nothing but nonsense, slu^ would 
have laughed at your poor taste. Jbit as it is — believe me, it 
will not be her fault if her desire for revenge has not already 
been satisfied. 

Adolph. I must know if it is so! 

Gustav. Find out! 

Adolph. Find out? 

Gustav. Watch — I’ll assist you, if you want me to. 

Adolph. As I am to die anyhow— it may as wtdl come first 
as last ! What am I to do? 

Gustav. First of all a piece of informal ion: has your wife 
any vulnerable point? 

Adolph. Hardly! I think she must have nine lives, like 
a cat. 

Gustav. There — that was the boat whistling at the landing 
— now she’ll soon be here. 

Adolph. Then I must go down and meet her. 

t 

Gustav. No, you arc to stay here. You have to be im- 
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polite.-* If her conscience is clear, you’ll catch it until your 
cars tingle. If she is guilty, she'll come up and pet you. 

Adolph/ Are you so sure of that.^ 

Gustav. Not quite, because a rabbit will sometimes turn 
and run in looi)s, but I’ll follow. My room is next to this. 
[lie ‘poinU to the door on the right] There I shall take up my 
’|)o;?ition and watcli you while you are playing the game in 
But when you are done, we’ll change parts: I’ll enter 
I he cage and 'do tricks with the snake while you stick to the 
k(‘y-hole. Then we meet in the park to compare notes. But 
kecj) your back stiff. And if you feel yourself weakening, 
knock twice on the floor with a chair. 

Adolph. All right! — But don't gG away. I must be sure 
that you are in tlie next room. 

Gustav. You can be quite sure of that. But don’t get 
scared afl(Tward, wlum you watch me dissecting a human 
soul an<l laying out its yarioiis parts on the table. They say 
il is rallicr liard on a bc'ginner, but once you have seen it 
done, you nev(T want to miss it, — And be sure to remember 
one tiling: not a word about having met me, or having made 
any new acquaintance whatever while she was away. Not 
one word! And I'll discover her weak point by myself. Hush, 
.sh(‘ has arrived — she is in her room now. She’s humming to 
h(‘rself. Tlial means slic is in a rage! — Now, straight in the 
back, ph'asc! And sit down on that chair over there, so that 
she lias to sit here — then I can watch both of you at the same 
lime. 

Adolph. It’s only fifteen minutes to dinner — and no new 
guests have arrived — for I haven’t heard the bell ring. That 
means we shall be by ourselves — worse luck! 

Gustav. Are you weak? 

Adolph. I am nothing at all! — Yes, I am afraid of what is 
now coming! Bpt 1 cannot keep it from coming! The stone 
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has been set rolling— and it was not the first drop of water 
that started it — nor was it the last one — but all of them to- 
gether. 

Gustav. Let it roll then — for peace will come in no other 
way. Good-bye for a while now! [Goes out] 

AdoIjPII nods hack at kirn. Until then he has been stand- 
ing irith the photograph in his hand. Now he tears it 
vp and flings the pieces under the table. Then he sits 
down on a chair, pulls nervously at his tie, runs his 
fingers through his hair, crumples his coat lapel, and 
so on. 

Tekla. [Enters, goes straight up to him arid gives him a kiss; 
her manner is friendly, frank, happy, and engaging] Hello, 
little brother! How is he getting (m? 

Adolph. [Almost won over; speaking reluctantly and as if 
in jest] What mischief have you been up to now that makes 
3’ou eome and kiss me? 

Tekla. I'll tell you: I’ve spent an awful lot of money. 

Adolph. You have had a good time llien? 

Tekla. Very! But not exactly at tliat creehc meeting. 
That was plain piffle, to tell the truth.— But what lias little 
brother found to divert himself with while his Pussy was 
away? 

Her eyes wander around the room as if she were looking 
for somebody or sniffing something. 

Adolph. I’ve simply been bored. 

Tekla. And no company at all? 

Adolph. Quite by myself. 

Tekla. [Watching him; she sits down on the sofa] Who has 
been sitting here? 

Adolph. Over there? Nobody.^ 

Tekla. That’s funny! The seat is still warm, and there is 
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a hollow here that looks as if it had been made by an elbow. 
Have you had lady callers? 

AdolpA. I? You don’t believe it, do you? 

Tekla. But you blush. I think little brother is not telling 
the truth. Come and tell Pussy now what he has on his con- 
science. 

» Draws him toumrd herself so that he sinks down with his 
head resting in her lap. 

Adolph. You’re a little devil — do you know that? 

Tekla. No, I don’t know anything at all about myself. 

Adolph. You never tliink about yourself, do you? 

Tekla. [Sniffing and taking notes] I think of nothing but 
myself — I am a dreadful egoist. Bnt what has made you turn 
so philosophical all at once? 

Adolph. Put your hand on my forehead. 

Tekla. [Prattling as if to a hahy] Has he got ants in his 
head again? Does he^ want me to take them away, does he? 
[Kisses him on the forehead] There now! Is it all right now? 

Adolph. Now it’s all right. [Pause] 

Tekla. Well, tell me now what you have been doing to 
make the time go? Have you painted anything? 

Adolph. No, I am done with painting. 

Tekla. What? Done with painting? 

Adolph. Yes, but don’t scold me for it. How can I Iielp 
it that 1 can’t paint any longer! 

Tekla. What do you mean to do then? 

Adolph. I’ll become a sculptor. 

Tekla. What a lot of brand new ideas again! 

Adolph. Yes, but please don’t scold! Look at that figure 
over there. 

Tekla. [Uncovering the wax figure] Well, I declare! — Who 
is that meant for? • 

Adolph. Guess! 
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Tekla. Is it Pussy? Has he got no shame at all? 

Adolph. Is it like? 

TekIxA.. How can I tell when there is no face? 

Adolph. Yes, but there is so much else — that’s beautiful! 

Tekla. [Taps him playfully on the cheek] Now he must 
keep still or I’ll have to kiss him. 

Adoi^h. [Iloldmg her hack] Now, now! — Somebody might 
come ! 

Tekla. Well, what do I care? Can’t I kiss my own hus- 
band, perhaps? Oh yes, that’s my lawful right. 

Adolph. Yes, but don’t you know — in the hotel here, they 
don’t believe we are married, because we are kissing each other 
such a lot. And it makes mo difference that we quarrel now 
and then, for lovers are said to do that also. 

Tekla, Well, but what’s the use of quarrelling? Why 
can’t he always be as nice as he is now? Tell me now? Can’t 
he try? Doesn’t he want us to be happy? 

Adolph. Do I want it? Yes, but 

Tekla. There we are again! Who has put it into his head 
that he is not to paint any longer? 

Adolph. Who? You are always looking for somebody else 
behind me and my thoughts. Are you jealous? 

Tekla. Yc'^., I am. I’m afraid somebody might take him 
away from me. 

Adolph. Are you really afraid of that? You who know 
thatjio other woman can take your place, and that I cannot 
live without you! 

Tekla. Well, I am not afraid of the women — it’s your 
friends that fill your head with all sorts of notions, 

Adolph, [Watching her] You are afraid then? Of what are 
you afraid? 

Tekla. [Getting up] Somebody has been here. Who has 
been here? 
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Adolph. Don’t you wish me to look at you? 

Tekla. Not ill that way: it’s not the way you are accus- 
tornecl to look at me. 

Adolph. How was I looking at you then? 

Tekla. Way up under my eyelids. 

Adolph. Under your eyelids — yes, I wanted to see what is 
• bc4iind them. 

Tekla. See all you can ! There is nothing that needs to be 
hidden. But — you talk differently, too — you use expressions 
— [studying }iim\ you philosophise — that's what you do! [Ap- 
proaches him threateningly] Who has been here? 

Adolph. Nobody but my physician. 

Tekla. Your physician? Who is he? 

Adolph. That doctor from Stromstad. 

Tekla. What’s his nanie? 

Adolph. Sjoberg. 

TekIxA.. What did he have to say? 

Adolph. He said — well — among other things he said — 
that I am on the verge of epilepsy 

Tekla. Among other things? What more did he say? 

Adolph. Something very unpleasant. 

Teki^. Tell me! 

Adolph. He forbade us to live as man and wife for a while. 

Teki^. Oh, that’s it! Didn’t I just guess it! They want 
to separate us! That’s what I have understood a long time! 

Adoi^ph. You can’t have uiulerstood, because there \jas 
nothing to understand. 

Tekla. Oh yes, I have! 

Adolph. How can you see what doesn’t exist, unless your 
fear of sometliing has stirred up your fancy into seeing what 
has never existed ? What is it you fear? That I might borrow 
somebody else’s eyes in order to see you as you are, and not 
as you seem to be? 
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Tekla. Keep your imagination in check, Adolph! It is 
the beast that dwells in man’s soul. 

Adoepii. Wliere did you learn that? From those chaste 
young men on Ihe boat — did you? 

Tekla. [AW at all abashed] Yes, there is something to be 
leariu'd from youth also. 

Adolph. I think you are already beginning to have a ta^te'' 
for youtli? 

Tekl\. 1 have always liked youth. That’s why I love you. 
Do you object? 

Adolph. No, but I should prefer to have no partners. 

'1’ekl/v. [PraitlnKj roguishly] My heart is so big, little 
brother, that tlierc is rooiti in it for many more than him. 

Adot.pii. But little brother doesn’t want any more brothers. 

Tekla. Come here to Pussy now and get his hair pulhul 
because h(' is jealous — no, envious is the right word for it! 

Two knocks until a chair are heard from the adjoining 
room, where Gustav is, 

Adolph. No, I don’t want to play now, I want to talk 
s<‘riously. 

Tekla. [Vratlling] Mercy me, does he want to talk seri- 
ously? Dreadful, how serious he’s become! [Takes hold of 
his head and kisses him] Smile a little — there now! 

AnoLPir. [Hmiling against his will] Oh, you’re the 

1 might almost think you knew how to use magic! 

Teki.a. Well, can’t he see now? That’s why he shouldn’t 
start any trouble — or 1 might use my magic to make him in- 
visible! 

Adolph. [Gets up] Will you sit for me a moment, Tekla? 
With the side of your face this way, so that I can put a face 
on my figure. 

Tekla. Of coursi*, I will. 

[Turns her head so he can s^e her in profile. 
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Adolph. [Gazes hard at her while pretending to work at the 

figure] Don’t tliiiik of me now — but of somebody else. 

# 

Tekla. I’ll think of my latest conquest. 

Adolph. That chaste youn^j; man? 

Tekla. Exactly! He had a jiair of the prettiest, sweetest 
moustaches, and his cheek looki'd likt‘ a peach — it was so soft 
and rosy that you just wanted to bite it. 

Adolph. [Darkening] Please keep that expression about 
the mouth*. 

Tekla. Whdt expression? 

AnoLPii. A cynical, brazen one that I have never seen 
before. 

Tekla. [Making a face] This one? 

Adolph. Just that one! [Getting vp] Do you know how 
Bret Ilarte pictures an adulteress? 

Tekla. [Smiling] No, I have never read Bret Sometliing, 

Adolph. As a pale creature that (*annot blush. 

Tekla. Not at all? But when slie meets her lover, then 
she must blush, I am sure, although her liusband or Mr. Bret 
may not be allowed to see it. 

Adolph. Are you so sure of that? 

Tekla. [. I.v bifore] Of course, as the husband is not capable 
of bringing the blood up to her head, he cannot hojie to behold 
the charming spectacle. 

Adolph. [Enraged] Tekla! 

Tekla. Oh, you little ninny! 

Adolph. IVkla! 

Tekla. He should call her Pussy — then I might get up a 
jiretty litth^ blush for his sake. Does he want me to? 

Adolph. [Dimrvied] You minx, I’m so angry with you, that 
I could bite you! 

Tekla. [Playfully] Come and bite mV then! — Come! 

• • [Opens her arms to him. 
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Adolph. [Puts his hands around her neck and kisses, her] 
Yes, ril bite you to death! 

Teki^v. [Teasingly] Look out — somebody might come! 

Adolph. Well, what do I care! I care for nothing else in 
the world if I can only have you ! 

Teki^. And when you don’t have me any longer? 

Adolph. Then I shall die! 

Tekla. But you are not afraid of losing me, are you — as I 
am too old to be wanted by anybody else? 

Adolph. You have not forgotten my words yet, Tekla! I 
take it all back now! 

Tekla. Can vou explain to me why you are at once so 
jealous and so cock-sure? ' 

Adolph. No, I cannot explain anything at all. But it’s 
possible that llie thought of somebody els(' having possesst'd 
you may still be gnawing within me. At times it appears to 
me as if our love wt're nothing but a fii‘iion, an attempt at 
self-defence, a passion kept up as a mailer of honor —and I 
can’t think of anything that would give me more pain than to 
have him know that I am unhappy. Oh, I havH* never seen 
him — but the mere thought that a person exists who is waiting 
for my misfortune to arrive, who is daily calling down euis(‘s 
on my luuid, \'ho will roar with laughter wh(‘n I perish- -I he 
mere idea of it obsesses me, drives me neartT to you, fascinat(‘s 
me, paralyses imd 

1’kkla. Do you think I would let him have that joy? Do 
you think I would make his proplu'cy come true? 

Adof-ph. No, I cannot think you would. 

Teki.a. Why don’t you ket»p calm then? 

Adoi.ph. No, you upset me constantly by your coquetry. 
Why do you play that kind of game? 

Tekla. It is no ga^ne. I want to be admired— that’s all! 

Adolph. Yes, but only by men! 
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Tekla. Of course! For a woman is never admired 6y oilier 
wonlen. 

Adolph. Tell me, have you heard anything — from him — 
recently? 

Tekla. Not in the last six months. 

Adolph. Do you (‘ver think of him? 

Tekla. No! — Since the child died we have broken off our 
corr(\spond(‘nc‘e. 

Adot.ph. And you have never seen him at all? 

# 

Tekla. No, I understand he is living somewhere down on 
the W<\st Coast. But why is all this coming into your head 
just now? 

Adolihi. I don’t know. But during the last few days, while 
I was alone, I kept thinking of him — how he might have felt 
when he was h'ft Alone that time. 

Tekla. xVre you having an attack of bad conscience? 

Adolph. I am. 

Tekl\. You feel Kke a thief, do you? 

Adolph. Almost! 

'Fekla. Isn't that lovely! Women ean be stolen as you 
steal children or chickens? And you regard me as his chattel 
or personal jiroperty. I am very much obliged to you! 

Adolph. No, I regard you as his wife. And that’s a good 
d(‘al more than prop<'rty — for there can be no substitute. 

Tekla. Oh, yes! If you only heard that he had married 
again, all these foolish notions would leave you. — Have you 
not taken his place with me? 

Adolph. Well, have I? — And did you ever love him? 

Tekkv. Of course, I did! 

Adolph. And then 

Tekla. I grew tired of him! 

Adolph. And if you should tire of me also? 

Tekla. But I won’t! 
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ADOLl*ir. If somebody else should turn up — one who had 
all the qualities you are looking for in a man now — suppose 
only — then you would leave me? 

Tekla. No. 

Aoof.ph. If he captivated you? So that you couldn’t live 
without him? Then you would leave me, of course? 

'J’ekla. No, that, doesn’t follow. 

Adolph. But you <‘ouldn’t love two at the same time, could 
you? 

Tekla. Yes! Why not? 

Adolpji. That''3 something I cannot understand. 

Tekla. But things exist although you do not understand 
them. All persons arc not nuule in the same way, you know. 

Adolph. I begin to sec luWl 

Tekla. No, really! 

Adolph. No, really? f/1 pause follows, during ichicli he 
seems to struggle icith some rnemortj that will not eome hack] Do 
you know, Tekla, that your frankness is beginning to be pain- 
ful? 

Teki^. And yet it used to be my foremost virtue in your 
mind, and one that you taught me. 

Adolpil Yes, but it seems to me as if you were hiding some- 
thing Ix’hind that frankness of yours. 

Tekla. That’s the new taclies, you know. 

Adolph. I don’t know why, but this place has suddenly 
l)(‘Come offensive to me. If you feed like it, we might return 
home — this evening! 

Tekla. What kind of notion is that? I have barely arrived 
and I don't feel like starting on another trip. 

Adolph. But I want to. 

Tekla. Well, what’s that to ine.^ — You can go! 

Adolph. But I demand that you take the next boat with 
me! 
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Tekla. Demand? — What are you talking about? 

Adolph. Do you realise that you are my wife? 

Tekla. Do you realise that you arc my husband? 

Adolph. Well, there’s a difference between those two 
things. 

Tekla. Oh, that’s the way you are talking now ! — You have 
never loved me! 

• Adolph. Haven’t I? 

Tekla. No, for to love is to give. 

Adolph. To love like a man is to give; to love like a woman 
is to take. — And I have given, given, given! 

Tekla. Pooh! What have you given? 

Adolph. Everything! 

Tekla. That’s a lot! And if it be true, then I must have 
taken it. Are you beginning to send in bills for your gifts 
now? And if I have taken anything, this proves only iny love 
for you. A woman camiot receive anything except from her 
lover. • 

Adolph. Her lover, yes! There you spoke the truth! I 
have been your lover, but never your husl)and. 

Tekla. Well, isn’t that much more agreeable — to escape 
playing chaperon? But if you are not satisfied with your posi- 
tion, I’ll send you packing, for I don’t want a Iiusband. 

Adolph. No, that’s what I have noticed. For a while ago, 
when you began to sneak away from me like a thief with his 
booty, and when you began to seek company of your own 
where you could flaunt my plumes and display my gems, then 
I felt like reminding you of your debt. And at onee I became 
a troubl(\some creditor whom you wanted to get rid of. You 
wanted to repudiate your own notes, and in order not to in- 
crease your debt to me, you stopped pillaging my safe and 
began to try those of other people instead. Without having 
done anything myself, I l^ecame to you merely the husband. 
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And ftow I am going to be your husband whether you like it 
or not, as I am not allowed to be your lover any longer.'^ 

Tekla. [Playfully] Now he shouldn’t talk nonsense, the 
sweet little idiot! 

Adolph. Look out: it’s dangerous to think everybody an 
idiot but oneself! 

Tekla. But that’s what everybody thinks. 

Adolph. And I am beginning to suspect that he — your 
former husband — was not so much of an idiot after all. 

Tekla. Heavens! Are you beginning to sympathise with 
— him? 

Adolph. Yes, not far from it. 

Tekla. Well, well! Perhaps you would like to make his 
acquaintance and pour out your overflowing heart to him? 
What a striking picture! But I am also beginning to feel 
drawn to him, as 1 am growing more and more tired of acting 
as wetnurse. For h<; was at least a man, even though he had 
the fault of being married to me. 

Adolph. There, you see! But you had better not talk so 
loud — we might be overheard. 

Tekla. What would it matter if they took us for married 
people ? 

Adolph. So now you are getting fond of real male men 
also, and at the same time you have a taste for chaste young 
men? 

Tekla. There are no limits to what I can like, as you may 
see. My heart is open to everybody and everything, to the 
big and the small, the handsome and the ugly, the new and 
the old — I love the whole world. 

Adolph. Do you know what that means? 

Tekla. No, I don’t know anything at all. I just feel. 

Adolph. It means that old age is near. 

Tekla. There y6u are again! Take care! 
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Adolph. Take care yourself! 

Tb?kla. Of what? 

Adolpji. Of the knife! 

Tekla. [Prattling] Little brother had better not play with 
such dangerous things. 

Adolph. I have quit playing. 

Tekla. Oh, it’s earnest, is it? Dead earnest! Then I’ll 
show you that — you are mistaken. That is to say — you’ll 
never see it, never know it, but all the rest of the world will 
know it. And ;^ou’ll suspect it, you'll believe it, and you’ll 
never have another moment’s peace. You’ll have the feeling 
of being ridiculous, of being deceived, but you’ll never get 
any proof of it. For that’s what njarried men never get. 

Adolph. You hate me then? 

Tekla. No, I don’t. A*nd I don’t think I shall either. But 
that’s probably because you are nothing to me but a child. 

Adolph. At this moment, yes. But do you remember how 
it was while the storm “swept over us? Then you lay there like 
an infant in arms and just cried. Then you had to sit on my 
lap, and I had to kiss your eyes to sleep. Then I had to be 
your nurse; had to sec that you fixed your hair before going 
out; had to send your shoes to the cobbler, and see that there 
was food in the house. I had to sit by your side, holding j^our 
hand for hours at a time: you were afraid, afraid of the whole 
world, because you didn’t have a single friend, and because 
you were crushed by the hostility of public opinion. I had 
to talk courage into you until my mouth was dry and my head 
ached. I had to make myself believe that I w^as strong. I 
had to force myself into believing in the future. And so I 
brought you back to life, when you seemed already dead. 
Then you admired me. Then I was the man — not that kind 
of athlete you had just left, but the man of will-power, the 
mesmerist who instilled rfew nervous energy into your flabby 
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muscles and charged your empty brain with a new store of 
electricity. And then I gave you back your reputation. I 
brought you new friends, furnished you with a litt|e court of 
people who, for the sake of friendship to me, let themselves 
be lured into admiring you. I set you to rule me and my house. 
Then I painted my best pictures, glimmering with reds and 
blues oii backgrounds of gold, and there was not an exhibi- 
tion tlK‘n wliere 1 didii’t hold a place of honour. Sometimes 
you were St. Cecilia, and sometimes Mary Stuart — or little 
Kariiu whom King Erie loved. And I turned public attention 
in your direction. I compelled the clamorous lierd to see you 
with my own infatuated vision. I plagued them with your 
personality, forced 3 "ou literally down their throats, until that 
sympathy which makes everything possible became yours at 
last — and you could stand on your owii feet. When you 
readied that far, then my strength was used up, and I col- 
lapsed from the overstrain — in lifting you up, I had pushed 
myself down. I was taken ill, and my illness seemed an aii- 
noyanee to you at the moment when all life had just begun to 
smile at you — and sometimes it seemed to me as if, in your 
heart, tluTC was a secret desire to get rid of your creditor and 
the wii ness of your rise. Your love began to change into that 
of a grown-up sister, and for lack of better I accustomed my- 
self to the new part of little brother. Your tenderness for me 
remained, and even increased, but it was mingled with a sug- 
gestion of pity that had in it a good deal of contempt. And 
this changed into open scorn as my talent withered and your 
own sun rose higher. But in some mysterious way the foun- 
tainhead of your insi)iration seemed to dry up when I could no 
longer replenish it — or rather when you wanted to sliow its 
ind(‘pendence of me. And et last both of us began to lose 
ground. And then you looked for somebody to put the blame 
on. A new victim! For you are Weak, and you can never 
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*earry your own burdens of guilt and debt. And so you picked 
me for a scapegoat and doomed me to slaughter. But when 
you cut mj thews, you didn’t realise that you were also crip- 
pling yourself, for by this time our years of common life had 
made twins of us. You were a shoot sprung from my stem, 
and you wanted to cut yourself loose before the shoot had put 
out roots of its own, and that’s why you couldn’t grow by 
yourself. And my stem could not spare its main branch — and 
so stem and branch must die together. 

Tekla. What you mean with all this, of course, is that 
you have written my books. 

Adolph. No, that’s what you want me to mean in order 
to make me out a liar. I don’t use such crude expressions as 
you do, and I spoke for something like five minutes to get in 
all the nuances, all the halftones, all the transitions -but 
^'our hand-organ has only a single note in it. 

Tekia. Yes, but the summary of the whole story is that 
you have written my books. 

Adolph. No, there is no summary. You cannot reduce a 
chord into a single note. You cannot translate a varied life 
into a sum of one figure. I have made no blunt statements 
like that of having written your books. 

Tekla. But that’s what you meant! 

Adolph. [Beijond himself] I did not mean it; 

Tekla. But the sum of it 

Adolph. [Wildly] There can be no sum without an addi- 
tion. You get an endless decimal fraction for quotient when 
* your division does not work out evenly. I have not added 
anytliing. 

Tekla. But I can do the adding myself. 

Adolph. I believe it, but then I am not doing it. 

Tekla. No, but that’s what you wan ted ^to do. 

Adolph. [Exhausted, cloHng his eyes] No, no, no — don’t 
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speak to me — you’ll drive me into convulsions. Keep silent !/- 
Leave me alone! You mutilate my brain with your clumsy 
pincers — you put your claws into my tliouglits am,! tx^ar them 
to pieces! 

lie seems almost unconscious and sits staring straight 
ahead while his thumbs are bent inward against the 
palms of his hands, 

TEKii.\. [Tenderly] What is it? Are you sick? 

Adolph motions her away, 

Tekla. Adolph! 

Adolph shakes his head, at her. 

Tekla. Adolph. 

Adolph. Yes. 

Tekla. Do you admit that you w('n' unjust a moment ago? 

Adolph. Yes, yes, yes, yes, I jfdmil! 

Tekla. And do you ask my pardon? 

Adolph. Yes, yes, yes, I ask your pardon — if you only 
won’t speak to me! 

Tekla. Kiss my hand then! 

Adolph. [Kissing her hand] I’ll kiss your hand — if you only 
don’t speak to me! 

Tekla. And now you had better go out for a breath of 
fresh air before dinner. 

Adolph. Yes, I think I need it. And then we'll pack and 
leave. 

Tekla. No! 

Adolph. [On his feet] Wliy? There must be a reason. 

Tekla. The reason is that T have promised to be at the 
concert to-night. 

Adolph. Oh, that’s it! , 

Tekla. Yes, that’s it. I have promised to attend 

Adolph. Promised? Probably*' you said only that you 
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* might ^o, and that wouldn't prevent you from saying now 
that you won't go. 

Tekia. •No, I am not like you: I keep my word. 

Adolph. Of coiirs(% promises should be kept, but we don’t 
have to live up to every little word we happen to drop. Per- 
haps tliere is somebody who has made you promise to go. 

» Tekla. Yes. 

Adoi.pii. Then you can ask to be released from your prom- 
ise because your husband is sick. 

Tekla. No, 1 don't want to do tliat, and you are not sick 
enough to I)e kept from going with me. 

Adolph. Why do you always want to drag me aloiig.^ Do 
you feel safer then.^ * 

Tekla. I don't ki^ow wdiat you mean. 

Adolph. That's what you always say when you know I 
mean sornetliiug tliat — doesn't please you. 

Tekia. So-o! Wliat is it now that doesn't please me? 

Adoi.ph. Oh, I beg you, don’t begin over again — Good-bye 
for a wliile! 

Goes out through the door in the rear and then turns to 
the right- 

Tekia is left alone- A moment later Gustav enters and 
goes straight uj) to the table as if looking for a news- 
paper- He pretends not to see Tekla. 

Tekla. [»S7Hm'5 agitation, but manages to control herself] Oh, 
is it you? 

Gustav. Yes, it’s me — I beg your pardon! 

Tekla. Which way did you come? 

Gustav. By land. But — I am not going to stay, as 

Tekla. Oh, there is no reason why you shouldn’t. — Well, 
it was some time ago 

Gustav. Yes, some time. 

(• 

Tekla. You hav(' change<l a great deal. 
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Gustav. And you arc as charming as ever. A little' 
younger, if anything. Excuse me, however — I am not going 
to spoil your happiness by my presence. And if I had known 
you were here, I should never 

Tekla. If you don't think it improper, I should like you 
to stay. 

Gustav. On my part there could be no objection, but ,T 
fear — well, whatever I say, I am sure to offend you. 

Tekla, Sit down a moment. You don’t offend me, for 
you possess that rare gift — which was alw(iys yours — of tact 
and politeness. 

Gustav. It’s very kind of you. But one could hardly 
expect — that your husband might regard my qualities in the 
same generous light as you. 

Tekla. On the contrary, he haA just been speaking of you 
in very sympathetic terms. 

Gustav. Oh! — Well, everything becomes covered up by 
time, like names cut in a tree — and not even dislike can main- 
tain itself permanently in our minds. 

Tekla. He has never disliked you, for he has never seen 
you. And as for me, I have always cherished a dream — that 
of seeing you come together as friends — or at least of seeing 
you meet for once in my presence — of seeing you shake hands 
— and then go your different ways again. 

Gir.STAV. It has also been my secret longing to see her whom 
I used to love more than my own life — to make sure that she 
was in good hands. And although I have heard nothing but 
good of him, and am familiar with all his work, I should never- 
theless have liked, before it grew too late, to look into his 
eyes and beg him to take good care of the treasure Providence 
has placed in his possession.* In that way I hoped also to lay 
the hatred that iqust have developed instinctively between 
us; I wished to bring some peace and humility into my soul, 
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so that I might manage to live through the rest of my sorrow- 
ful clays. 

TEKLi»*. You have uttered my own thoughts, and you have 
understood me. I thank you for it! 

Gustav. Oh, I am a man of small account, and have al- 
ways been too insignificant to keep you in the shadow. My 
^mpnotoiious way of living, my drudgery, my narrow horizons 
— all tliat could not satisfy a soul like yours, longing for liberty. 
I admit it. But you understand — you who have searched the 
human soul — wfiat it cost me to make such a confession to 
myself. 

Tekla. It is noble, it is splendid, to acknowledge one’s own 
shortcomings — and it’s not everyJbody that’s capable of it. 
[Sighs] But yours^has always been an honest, and faithful, 
and reliable nature — one*that I had to respect — but 

Gustav, Not always — not at that time! But suffering 
purifies, sorrow ennobles, and — I have suffered! 

Tekla. Poor Gustav! Can you forgive me? Tell me, can 
you.^ 

Gustav. Forgive.^ What? I am the one who must ask 
you to forgive. 

Tekla. [Changing tone] I believe wc are crying, both of 
us — we who are old enough to know better! 

Gustav. [Feeling his way] Old? Yes, I am old. But you — 
you grow younger every day, 

lie has by that time manwuvred himself up to the chair on 
the left and sits down on iU whereupon Tekla sits down 
on the sofa. 

Tekla. Do you think so? 

Gustav. And then you know how to dress. 

Tekla. I learned that fronr you. Don’t you remember 
how you figured out what colors would 1^ most becoming to 
me? 
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Gustav. No. 

Tekla. Yes, don’t you remember — hm! — I can even recall 
how you used to be angry with me whenever I failed to have 
at least a touch of crimson about my dress. 

Gustav. No, not angry! I was never angry with you. 

Tekla. Oh, yes, when you wanted to teach me how to 
think — do you remember? For that was something I couldn’t 
do at all. 

Gustav. Of course, you could. It’s something every human 
being does. And you have become quite keen at it — at least 
when you write. 

Tekla. [Unpleasantly impressed; Hurrying her words\ Well, 
my dear Gustav, it is plejJJsant to see you anyhow, and es- 
pecially in a peaceful way like this. 

Gustav. Well, I can hardly be called a troublemaker, and 
you had a pretty peaceful time with me. 

Tekla. Perhaps too much so. 

Gustav. Oli! But you see, I thought you wanted me that 
way. It was at least tlie impression you gave me while we 
were engaged. 

Teki.\. Do you think one really knows what one wants at 
that time.^ And then the mammas insist on all kinds of pre- 
tensions, of course. 

Gustav. Well, now you must be having all the excitement 
you can wish. They say that life among artists is rather swift, 
and I don’t think your husband can be called a sluggard. 

Tekla. You can get too much of a good thing. 

Gustav. [Trying a new tack] What! I do believe you are 
still wearing the ear-rings I gave you? 

Tekla. [Emharrasscd] Why not? There was never any 
quarrel between us~and then I thought I might wear them 
as a token — and a reminder — that we'were not enemies. And 
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then, you know, it is impossible to buy this kind of ear-rings 
any longer. [Takes off one of her ear-rings, 

Gustav. Oh, that’s all right, but what does your husband 
say of it? 

Tekla. Why should I mind what he says? 

Gustav. Don’t you mind that? — But you may be doing him 
an ^injury. It is likely to make him ridiculous. 

Tekla. [Brusquely, as if speaking to herself almost] He was 
that before! 

Gustav. [Rises when he notes her difficulty in quitting hack 
the ear-ring] May I help you, perhaps? 

Tekla. Oh — thank you! 

Gustav. [Pinching her ear] Thgit tiny ear! — Tliink only 
if your husband could see us now! 

TekIvA. Wouldn’t he howl, though! 

Gustav. Is he jealous also? 

Tekla. Is he? I should say so! 

[/I noue is heard from the room on the right. 

Gustav. Who lives in that room? 

Tekla. I don’t know. — But tell me how you are getiing 
along and what you are doing? 

Gustav. Tell me rather how you arc getting along? 

Tekla is visibly confused, and without realising what 
she is doing, she takes the cover off the wax figure. 

Gustav. Hello! What’s that.?^ — Well! — It must be you! 

Tekla. I don’t believe so. 

Gustav. But it is very like you. 

Tekla. [Cynically] Do you think so? 

Gustav. That reminds me of the story — you know it — 
“How could your majesty see that?” 

Tekla, [Laughing aloud] You are impossible! — Do you 
know any new stories? ^ 

Gustav. No, but you ought to have some. 
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Tekla. Oh, I never hear anything funny nowadays, 

Gustav. Is he modest also? 

Tekia. Oh — well 

Gustav. Not in everything? 

Tekla. He isn’t well just now. 

Gustav. Well, why should little brother put his nose into 
other people’s liivcs? 

Tekla. [Laughing] You crazy thing! 

G L STAV. Poor chap ! — Do you remember once when we were 
just married —we lived in this very room. Jt was furnished 
diffcreiilly in those days. There was a chest of drawers against 
tliat wall tliere — and over there stood the big bed. 

Tekla. Now you stop! 

Gustav. Look at me! 

Tekla. Well, wljy shouldn’t I? ' 

[They look hard at each other, 

Gustav. Do you think a person can ever forget anything 
tliat has made a very deep impression on him? 

Tekla. No! And our memories have a tremendous power. 
Particularly the memories of our youth. 

Gustav. Do you remember when I first met you? Then 
you weicj a pretty little girl: a slate on which parents and 
governesses had made a few scrawls that I had to wipe out. 
And then I filled it with inscriptions that suited my own mind, 
until you belu^ved the slate could hold nothing more. That’s 
the reason, you know, why I shouldn’t care to be in your lius- 
band’s j)lace — well, that’s his business! But it’s also the rea- 
son w hy I take pleasure in meeting you again. Our thoughts 
fit together exactly. And as I sit here and chat with you, 
it seems to me like drinking old wine of my own bottling. Yes, 
it’s my own wine, but it has gained a great deal in flavour! 
And now, when I anj about to marry again, I have purposely 
picked out a young girl whom I can educate to suit myself. 
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For the woman, you know, is the man’s child, and if she is not, 
lie becomes hers, and then the world turns topsy-tnrvy. 

Tekt^v. Are you going to marry again? 

Gustav. Yes, I want to try my luck once more, but this 
time I am going to make a better start, so that it won’t end 
again with a spill. 

^ 1’ekla. Is she good looking? 

Gustav. Yes, to me. But perhaps I am too old. It's 
queer -now when chance has brought me togeth(‘r with you 
again — I am l^eginning to doubt whether it will be pos- 
sible to play the game over again. 

TI’ekla. How do you mean? 

Gustav. I can feel that my r/3ols stick in your soil, and 
the old wounds are bt'ginning to break open. You are a 
dangerous woman, Tekfti! 

Teki^. Am I? And my young husband says that I can 
make no more' conquests. 

Gustaa'. That means lu‘ has ceased to love you. 

Tekla. Well, I can’t quite make out what love means to 
him. 

Gustav. You have been playing hide and seek so long that 
at last you cannot find each other at all. Such things do hap- 
pen. You have had to play the innocent to yourself, until he 
has lost his courage. There are souk^ drawbacks to a change, 
I tell you — there are drawbacks to it, indeed. 

Tekla. Do you mean to reproach 

Gustav. Not at all! Whatever happens is to a certain ex- 
tent necessary, for if it didn’t happen, something else would — 
but now it did happeji, and so it had to happen. 

Tekla. You are a man of discernment. Ami I have never 
met anybody with whom I liked so much to exchange ideas. 
You are so utt(Tly free from all moralit^y and preaching, and 
you ask so little of people, that it is possible to be oneself in 
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your presence. Do you know, I am jealous of your intended 
wife! 

Gustav. And do you realise that I am jealous of your hus- 
band.^ 

Tekia. [Timw^] And now wc must part! Forever! 

Gustav. Yes, vv(‘ must part! But not without a farewell — 
or what do you say.^ 

Tekla. [Agitated] No! 

Gustav. [Following after her\ Yes! — Let us haven farewell! 
Let us drown our memories — you know, there arc intoxica- 
tions s(j deep that when you wake up all memories are gone. 
[Putting his arm around her waut\ You have been dragged 
down by a disejised spirit, who is infecting you with his own 
aruemia. I’ll breathe new life into you. I'll make your talent 
blossom again in your autumn days, like a remontant rose. 
I’ll 

Two Ladies in travelling dress arc seen in the doorway 
leading to the veranda. They look surprised. Then 
they point at those v'ithlru laughs and disappear, 

Tekta. [Freeing herself] Who >vas tliat? 

Gustav. [Indifferently] Some tourists. 

Tekla , Leave me alone! I am afraid of you ! 

Gustav. Why.^^ 

Tekla. You take my soul away from me! 

Gustav. And give you my own in its place! And you have 
no soul for that matter — it's nothing but a delusion. 

Tekla. You have a way of saying impolite things so that 
nobody can be angry with you. 

Gustav. It’s because you feel that I hold the first mortgage 
on you — Tell me now, when— and — where 

Tekla. No, it wouldn’t be right to him. I think he is still 
in love with me, and I don’t want to do any more harm. 

Gustav. He does not love you! Do you want proofs? 
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Tekla. Where can you get them? 

GuvSTAV. [Picking up the pieces of the photograph from the 
floor] Here! See for yourself! 

TekiJa. Oh, that’s an outrage! 

Gustav. Do you sec? Now then, when? And where? 

Tekla, Tlie false-hearted wretch! 

Gustav. Wlien? 

Tekla. He leaves to-night, with the eight-o’clock boat. 

Gustav. And then 

Tekla. At nine! [A noise is heard from the adjoining roorn] 

» 

Who can be living in there that makes such a racket? 

Gustav. Let’s see! [Goes over and looks through the key- 
hole] There’s a table that has been upset, and a smashed 
water caraffe — that’s all! I shouldn’t wonder if they had left 
a (log locked up iif iher<i. — At nine o’clock then? 

Tekta. All right! And let him answer for it himself. — 
What a depth of deceit! And he who has always preached 
about truthfulness, *and tried to teach me to tell the truth! 
— But wait a little? — how was it now? He received me with 
something like hostility — didn’t meet me at the landing — and 
then — and then he made some remark about young men on 
board the boat, which I pretended not to hear — but how could 
he know? Wait — and then he began to philosophise about 
women — and then the spectre of you seemed to be haunting 
him — and he talked of becoming a sculptor, that being the 
art of the time — exactly in accordance with your old specula- 
tions ! 

Gustav. No, really! 

Tekla. No, really? — Oh, now I understand! Now I be- 
gin to see what a hideous creature you are! You have been 
here before and stabbed him*to death! It was you who had 
been sitting there on the sofa; it was you who made him think 
himself an epileptic — that he had to live in celibacy; that he 



CREDITORS 


2 : 3 *^ 


to rise in rebellion against his wife; yes, it was you! — 
How long have you been here? 

(jUSTAV. I liave been liere a week. ^ 

l^EKLA. It was you, then, I saw on board the boat? 

G LISTAV. It was. 

TeivT^a. And now you were thinking you could trap me? 

Gustav. It has been done. 

Tekla. Not yet! 

Gustav. Yes! 

Tekla. Like a wolf you went after my larnb. You came 
here with a villainous plan to break up my happiness, and you 
were earr^’ing it out, when my eyes were opened, and I foiled 
you. 

Gustav. Not quite that way, if you please. This is how it 
hai)p('ned in n^ality. Of course, it has been my secr(‘t hope 
tliat disaster might overtake you. But 1 felt practically cer- 
tain that no interf(‘r(‘iiee on my part was required. And be- 
sides, T have been far loo busy to have any time left for in- 
triguing. Hut when I happened to be moving about a bit, 
and happened to see you with those young men on board the 
boat, then 1 guessed the time had come for me to take a look 
at the situation. I came here, and your lamb threw itself 
into the arms of the wolf. I won his affection by some sort 
of reminiscent impression which I shall not be tactless enough 
to explain to you. At first he aroused my sympathy, because 
he seemed to be in the same fix as I w^as once. But then he 
happened to touch old wounds — that book, you know, and 
“the idiot ’’ — and I was seized with a wish to pick him 
to pieces, and to mix up these so thoroughly that they 
couldn’t be put together again — and I succeeded, thanks to 
the painstaking way in which you had done the w^ork of prepa- 
ration. Then I had to deal with you. For you were the 
spring that had kept the works movitig, and you had to be 
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taken apart — and what a buzzing followed! — When I came in 
here, 1 didn’t know exactly what to say. Like a chess-player, 
I had laid a number of tentative plans, of course, but my play 
had to dipend on your moves. One thing led to the other, 
chance lent me a hand, and finally I had you where I wanted 
you. — ^Now you are caught! 

Tekla. No! 

* 

Gustav. Yes, you are! What you least wanted has hap- 
pened. The world at large, represented by two lady tourists 
— whom I had not sent for, as I am not an intriguer — the world 
has seen how you became reconciled to your former husband, 
and how you sneaked back repentantly into his faithful arms. 
Isn't that enough.^ 

Tekla. It ought to be enough for your revenge — But 
tell me, how can you, who are so enlightened and so right- 
minded — how is it possible that you, who think whatever 
happens must happen, and that all our actions are determined 
in advance * 

Gustav. [Correcting her] To a certain extent determined. 

Tekla. That's the same thing! 

Gustav. No! 

Tekla. [Disregarding him] How is it possible that you, who 
hold me guiltless, as I was driven by my nature and the cir- 
cumstances into acting as I did — how can you think yourself 
entitled to revenge — ? 

Gustav. For that very reason — for the reason that my 
nature and the circumstances drove me into seeking revenge. 
Isn’t that giving both sides a square deal? But do you know 
why you two had to get the worst of it in this struggle? 

Tekla looks scornful, 

Gustav. And why you were (loomed to be fooled? Because 
I am stronger than you, and wiser also. You have b(?en the 
idiot — and he! And now you may percefve that a man need 
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not be an idiot because he doesn’t write novels or paint pic- 
tures. It might be well for you to bear this in mind. 

Tekla. Are you then entirely without feelings.^ 

Gustav. Entirely! And for that very reason, ydu know, I 
am capable of thinking — in which you have had no experience 
whatever — and of acting — in which you have just had some 
slight experience. 

Tekta. And all this merely because I have hurt your van- 
ity? 

Gustav. Don’t call that merely! You had better not go 
annind hurting other people’s vanity. They have no more 
sensitive spot than that. 

Tekla. Vindictive wretch — shame on you! 

Gustav. Dissolute wretch — shame on you! 

Tpjkla. Oh, that’s my character," is it? 

Gustav. Oh, that’s my character, is it? — You ought lo 
h'arii something about human nature in others before you give 
yf)ur own nature free n'in. Otherwise you may get hurt, and 
then there will be wailing and gnashing of teeth. 

Tekla. You can never forgive 

Gustav. Yes, I have forgiven you! 

Tekla. You! 

Gustav. Of course! Have I raised a hand against you 
during all these years No! And now I came here only to 
have a look at you, and it was enough to burst your bubble. 
Have I uttered a single reproach? Have I moralised or 
preached sermons? No! I played a joke or two on your 
dear consort, and nothing more was needed to finish him. — 
But there is no reason why I, the complainant, should be de- 
fending myself as I am now — ;Tckla! Have you nothing at all 
to reproach yourself with? 

Tekla. Nothing at all! , Christians say that our actions 
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case/ are we not free from all liability? 

Gustav. In a measure, yes; but there is always a narrow 
margin left unprotected, and there the liability applies in 
spite of all. And sooner or later the creditors make their ap- 
pearance. Guiltless, but accountable! Guiltless in regard to 
one who is no more; accountable to oneself and one’s fellow 

Tekua. §o you came here to dun me? 

Gustav. I came to take back what you had stolen, not 
what you had received as a gift. You had stolen my honour, 
and I could recover it only by taking yours. This, I think, was 
my right — or was it not? ^ 

Tekla. Honour? Ilm! And now you feel satisfied? 

Gu ST A V . No w I feel satisfied . [R i ngs for a xva iter, 

Tekla. And now you arc going home to your fiancee? 

Gustav. I have no fiancee! Nor am I ever going to have 
one. I am not going home, for I have no home, and don’t 
want one. 

A Waiter comes in. 

Gustav. Get me my bill — I am leaving by the eight o’clock 
boat. 

The Waiter boxes and goes out. 

Tekla. Without making up? 

Gustav. Making up? You use such a lot of words that 
have lost their meaning. Why should we make up? Perhaps 
you want all three of us to live together? You, if anybody, 
ought to make up by making good what you took away, but 
this you cannot do. You just took, and what you took you 
consumed, so that there is nothing left to restore. — Will it 
satisfy you if I say like this : forgive me that you tore my heart 
to pieces; forgive me that you disgraced me; forgive me 
that you made me the laughing-stock of my pupils through 



236 


CREDITORS 


every week-day of seven long years; forgive me that I set you . 
free from parental restraints, that I released you from the 
tyranny of ignorance and superstition, that I set you to rule 
my house, that I gave you position and friends, thkt I made 
a woman out of the child you were before? Forgive me as I 
forgive you! — Now I have torn up your note! Now you can 
go and settle your account with the other one! 

Tekla. What have you done with him? I am beginning 
to suspect — something terrible! 

Gustav. With him? Do you still love him? 

Tekla. Yes! 

Gustav. And a moment ago it was me! Was that also true? 

Tekla. It was true. * 

Gustav. Do you know what you are then? 

Tekla, You despise me? 

Gustav. I pity you. It is a trait — I don’t call it a fault 
— just a trait, which is rendered disadvantageous by its results. 
Poor Tekla! I don’t know — but it seems almost as if I were 
feeling a certain regret, although I am as free from any guilt 
— as you! But perhaps it will be useful to you to feel what I 
felt that time. — Do you know where your husband is? 

Tekla. I think I know now — ^lie is in that room in there! 
And he has heard everything! And seen everything! And 
the man who sees his own wraith dies ! 

Adolph appears hi the doorway leading to the veranda. 
His face is white as a sheeU and there vs a bleeding 
scratch on one cheek. His eyes arc staring and void 
of all expression. His lips are covered with froth. 

Gustav. [Shrinking hack] No, there he is! — Now you can 
settle with him and see if he proves as generous as I have been. 
— Good-bye! 

He goes toward the lefty hut stops before he reaches the 
door. 
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Tekla. [Goes to meet Adolph with open arms] Adolph! 

Adolph leans against the door-jamh and sinks gradu- 
ally to the floor. 

Tekla. \Throwing herself upon his prostrate body and caress- 
ing him] Adolph! My own child! Are you still alive — oh, 
speak, speak ! — Please forgive your nasty Tekla ! Forgive me, 
forgive me, forgive me! — ^Little brother must say something, 
.1 tell him! — No, good God, he doesn’t hear! He is dead! 
O God in hea,ven! O my God! Help! 

Gustav. Why, ^he really must have loved him^ too! — Poor 
creature! 

Curtain. 




PARTAH 




INTRODUCTION 

Both “Creditors’’ and “Pariah” were written in the winter 
of 1888-89 at Holte, near Copenhagen, where Strindberg, 
assisted by his first wife, was then engaged in starting what he 
called a “Scandinavian Experimental Theatre.” In March, 
1889, the two plays were given by students from the Univer- 
sity of Copenhagen, and with Mrs. von Essen Strindberg as 
Tehla. A couple of weeks later the performance was repeated 
across the Sound, in the Swedish city of Malmo, on which 
occasion the writer of this introduction, then a young actor, 
assisted in the stage management. One of the actors was 
Gustav Wied, a Danish playwright and novelist, whose ex- 
quisite art since then has won him European fame. In the 
audience was Ola Hansson, a Swetlish novelist and poet who 
had just published a short story from which Strindberg, ac- 
cording to his own acknowledgment on playbill and title-page, 
had taken the name and the theme of “Pariah.” 

Mr. Hansson has printed a number of letters (TUslcveren^ 
Copenhagen, July, 1912) written to him by Strindberg 
about that time, as well as some very informative com- 
ments of his own. Concerning the performance of Malmo he 
writes: “It gave me a very unpleasant sensation. What did 
it mean? Why had Strindberg turned my simple theme up- 
sidedown so that it became unrecognisable? Not a vestige 
of the ‘theme from Ola Hansson’ remaiiled. Yet he had even 
• 241 
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suggested that he and I act the play together, I not knowing 
that it was to be a duel between two criminals. And he had 
at first planned to call it ‘Aryan and Pariah’ — which meant, 
of course, that the strong Aryan, Strindberg, was ^io crush 
the weak Pariah, Hansson, coram populo,*' 

In regard to his own story Mr. Hansson informs us that it 
dealt with “a man who commits a forgery and then tells abopt ^ 
it, doing both in a sort of somnambulistic state whereby every- 
thing is left vague and undefined.” At that moment “Ras- 
kolnikov” was in the air, so to speak. And without wanting 
in any way to suggest imitation, I feel sure that the ground- 
note of the story was distinctly Dostoievskian. Strindberg 
himself had been reading Nietzsche and was — largely under 
the pressure of a reaction against the popular disapproval of 
his anti-feministic attitude — being driven more and more into 
a superman philosophy which reached its climax in the two 
novels “Chandalah” (1889) and “At the Edge of the Sea” 
(1890). The Nietzschean note is unmistakable in the two 
plays contained in the present volume. 

But these plays are strongly colored by something else — 
by something that is neither Hansson-Dostoievski nor Strind- 
berg-Nietzsehe. The solution of the problem is found in tlie 
letters published by Mr. Hansson. These show that while 
Strindberg was still planning “Creditors,” and before he had 
begun “Pariah,” he had borrowed from Hansson a volume 
of tales by Edgar Allan Poe. It was his first acquaintance 
with the work of Poe, though not with American literature 
— for among his first printed work was a scries of transla- 
tions from American humourists; and not long ago a Swedish 
critic (Gunnar Castren in SarrUiden, Christiania, June, 1912) 
wrote of Strindberg’s literary beginnings that “he had learned 
much from Swedish literature, but probably more from Mark 
Twain and Dickens.” 
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The impression Poe made on Strindberg was overwJiefining. 
lie returns to it in one letter after another. Everything that 
vsuits his mood of the moment is ‘‘Pocsque” or “E. P-esqiie.” 
The stor;ylthat seems to have made the deepest impression of 
all was “The Gold Bug,” though his thought seems to have 
distilled more useful material out of certain other stories illus- 
trating Poe’s theories about mental suggestion. UrahT the 
din'ct influence of these theories, Strindberg, according to 
Ids own statements to Hansson, wrote the powerful one-act 
play “Simoom,”^ and made Gustav in “Creditors” actually 
call forth the latent epileptic tendencies in Adolph. And on 
tlie same autliority we must trace the metliod of psycholog- 
ical detection practised by Mr. in “Pariah” directly to 
“The Gold Bug.” 

Here we have the reason why Mr. Hansson could find so 
little of his story in the play. And here we have the origin of 
a theme wdiich, while not quite new to him, was ever after- 
ward to remain a favourite one with Strindberg: that of a duel 
between intellect and cunning. It forms the basis of such 
novels as “Chandalah” and “At the Edge of the Sea,” hut 
it recurs in subtler form in works of much later date. To 
readers of the present day, Mr. X . — that striking antithesis 
of everything a scientist used to stand for in poetry — is much 
less interesting as a superman in spe than as an illustration of 
what a morally and mentally normal man can do with the 
tools furnished him by our new understanding of human ways 
and human motives. And in giving us a play that holds our 
interest as firmly as the best “love plot” ever devised, 
although the stage shows us only two men engaged in an in- 
tellectual wrestling match, Strindberg took another great step 
toward ridding the drama of its* old, shackling conventions. 

The name of this play has sometimes^ been translated as 
“The Outcast,” whereby it becomes confused with “The Out- 
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law/’ a much earlier play on a theme from the old Sagas. 
I think it better, too, that the Hindu allusion in the Swedish 
title be not lost, for the best of men may become an outcast, 
but the baseness of the Pariah is not supposed to sjiiring only 
from lack of social position. 



PARIAH 

' AN ACT 
1889 



PERSONS 


Mu. X., an arrhaologint 
Mu. Y., an American traveller 


Middle-aged men. 


SCENE 

A simply furnished room in a farm-house. The door aiid the 
windaips in the background open on a landscape. In the middle 
of the room stands a big dining-table, covered at one end by books, 
writing materiah, and antiquities; at the other end by a micro- 
scope, insect cases, and specimen jars full of alchohol. 

On the left side hangs a book-shelf. Otherwise the furniture 
is that of a jell-to-do farmer. 
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Mr. Y. enters in his shirt-sleeves, carrying a hntterjly-nct and a 
botany -can, lie goes straight up to the book-shelf and takes 
down a book, which he begins to read on the spot. 

The landscape outside and the room itself are steeped in sunlight. 
The ringing of church bells indicates that the morning ser- 
vices are just over. Now and then the cackling of hens is 
heard from the outside, 

Mr. X. enters, also in his shirt-.^leeves, 

Mr. Y. starts vidently,^ puts the book back on the shelf upside^ 
down, and pretends to be looking for another volume, 

Mr, X. This herft is horrible. I guess we are going to have 
a thunders lor in. 

Mr. Y. What makes you think so? 

Mr. X. The bells have a kind of dry ring to them, the flics 
are sticky, and tlie hens cackle. I meant to go fishing, but I 
couldn't find any worms. Don't you feel nervous? 

Mr. Y. [Cautiously] I.^ — A little. 

Mu. X. Well, for that matter, you always look as if you 
were expecting thunderstorms. 

Mr. Y. [With a start] Do I? 

Mr. X. Now, you are going away to-morrow, of course, so 
it is not to be wondered at that you are a little “journey- 
proud.” — Anything new? — Oh, there’s the mail! [Picks up 
some letters from the fable] My, I have palpitation of the heart 
every time I open a letter! Nothing but debts, debts, debts! 
Have you ever had anV debts? 

247 
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Mr. [After some reflect mi] N-no. 

Mr. X. Well, then you don’t know what it means to ro- 
ec'ive a lot of overdue bills. [Reads one of the letters] The rent 
unpaid — the landlord acting nasty — iny wife in despair. And 
here am I sitting waist-high in gold! [He opens an iron-banded 
box that stands on the table; then both sit down at the table, fac- 
ing each other] Just look — here I have six thousand crowns’ 
worth of gold which I have dug up in the last fortnight. This 
bracelet alone would bring me the three hundred and fifty 
crowns I need. And with all of it I might make a fine career 
for myself, 'j'heii I could get the illustrations made for my 
treatise} at once; I could get my work i)rinted, and— I could 
travc'l! Why don't I do it, /lo you suppose.^ 

Mr. Y. I sui)p('se yon are afraid to be found out. 

Mr. X. That, too, perha])s. But elon't you think an intel- 
ligent fellow like myself might fix inatbTs so that he was 
never found out.^ I am alone all the time — with no})ody 
watching me -- while I am digging out there in the fields. It 
wouhln’t be strange if I put som(*thing in my own pockets now 
and then. 

Mr. Y. Yes, but the wor.st danger lies in disposing of the 
stuff. 

Mr. X. Pooh! I’d melt it down, of course — ev(‘ry bit of 
it — and then I’d turn it into coins — with just as much gold 
in them as genuine ont's, of course 

Mr. Y. Of course! 

Mr. X. Well, you can easily see why. For if I wanted to 
dabble in counterfeits, then I need not go digging for gold 
first. [Pause] It is a strange thing anyhow, that if anybody 
else did what I cannot make myself do, then I’d be willing to 
acquit him — but I couldn't posgibly acquit myself. I might 
even make a brilliant speech in defence of the thief, proving 
that this gold was res nullius, or nobocly’s, as it had been de- 
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posited at a time when property rights did not yet* exist; 
that K’en under existing rights it could belong only to the first 
finder of it, as the ground-owner has never included it in the 
valuation^ of his property; and so on. 

Mr, Y. And probably it would be much easier for you to do 
this if the — hm! — the thief had not been prompted by actual 
need, but by a mania for collec*ting, for instance — or by 
scientific aspirations — by the ambition to keep a discovery to 
liimself. Don't you think so? 

Mr. X. You mean that I could not acquit him if actual 

t 

need had been the motive? Yes, for that's the only motive 
w'hic'h the law will not accept in extenuation. That motive 
mak(\s a plain theft of it. 

Mr. Y. And this you couldn’t excuse? 

Mu. X. Oh, cxclisc — 50, I guess not, as the law wouldn’t. 
On the other hand, I must admit that it would be hard for me 
to charge a collector with theft merely because he had ap- 
propriated some specimen not yet represented in his own col- 
lection. 

Mr. Y. So that vanity or ambition might excuse what 
could not be excused by need? 

Mr. X. And yet need ought to be the more telling excuse 
— the only one, in fact? But I feel as I have said. And I 
can no more change this feeling than I can change my own 
determination not to steal under any circumstances what- 
ever. 

Mr. Y. And I suppose you count it a great merit that 3 ou 
cannot — hm ! — steal ? 

Mr. X. No, my disinclination to steal is just as irresistible 
as the inclination to do so is irresistible with some people. So 
it cannot be calhxl a merit, f cannot do it, and the other 
one cannot refrain ! -rBut you understand, of course, that I 
am not without a desire to own this goldf. Why don’t I take 
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it ilien? Because I cannot! It’s an inability — and the lack, 
of something cannot be called a merit. There! 

{Closes the box tvith a slam. 

Stray clouds have cast their shadows on the landscape and 
darkened the room now and then. Now it grows quite 
dark as when a thunderstorm is approaching. 

Mr. X. How close the air is! I guess the storm is coming 
all right. 

Mr. Y. gets tip and shuts the door and alljthe windows, 
Mr. X. Are you afraid of thunder.^ 

Mr. Y. It’s just as well to be careful. 

They resume their seats at the table, 

Mr. X. You’re a ciiriogs cliap! Here you come dropping 
down lik<^ a bomb a fortnight ago, introducing yourself as 
a Swedisli-American who is collec*’ing flies for a small mu- 
seum — 

Mr. Y. Oh, never mind me now! 

Mr. X. That’s what you always say when I grow tired of 
talking about myself and want to turn my attention to you. 
Perhaps that was the reason why I took to you as I did — be- 
cause you let me talk abou t myself.^ All at once we seemed like 
old friends. There were no angles about you against which I 
could bump myself, no pins that pricked. There was some- 
thing soft about your whole person, and you overflowed with 
that tact which only well-educated people know how to show. 
You never made a noise when you came home late at night 
or got up early in the morning. You were patient in small 
things, and you gave in whenever a conflict seemed threat- 
ening. In a word, you proved yourself the perfect companion! 
But you were entirely too compliant not to set me wondering 
about you in the long run — and you arc too timid, too easily 
frightened. It seems almost as if you •were made up of two 
different personalities. Why, as I 'sit here looking at your 
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back in the mirror over there — it is as if I were loolcing at 
someT:)ody else. 

Mr. Y. turns around and stares at the mirror. 

Mr. No, you cannot get a glimpse of your own back, 
man! — In front you appear like a fearless sort of fellow, one 
meeting Iiis fate with bared breast, but from behind — really, 
I don’t want to be impolite, but — you look as if you were 
carrying a burden, or as if you were crouching to escape a 
raised stick. And when I look at that red cross your suspend ^ 
ers make on your white shirt — well, it looks to me like some 
kind of emblem, like a trade-mark on a packing-box 

Mr. Y. I feel as if I’d choke — if the storm doesn’t break 
soon , 

Mr. X. It’s coming — don’t you worry! — And your neck! 
It looks as if there ought*, to be another kind of face on top of 
it, a face quite different in type from yours. And your ears 
come so close together behind that sometimes I wonder what 
race you belong to. \A flash of lightning lights up the room] 
Wliy, it looked as if that might have struck the sheriff’s 
house! 

Mr. Y. [Alarmed] The sheriff’s! 

Mr. X. Oh, it just looked that way. But I don’t think 
we’ll get much of this storm. Sit down now and let us have 
a talk, as you are going away to-morrow. One thing I find 
strange is that you, with whom I have become so intimate in 
this short time — that you are one of those whose image I 
cannot call up when I am away from them. When you are 
not here, and I happen to think of you, I always get the vision 
of another acquaintance — one who does not resemble you, but 
with whom you have certain traits in common. 

" Mr. Y. Who is he? 

Mr, X. I don’t want to name him, but — I used for several 

* 

years to take my meals at a certain place, and there, at th^ 
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side-table where they kej)t tlie whiskey and the other pre- 
liminaries, 1 met a little blond man, with blond, faded eyes. 
He had a wonderful faculty for making his way through a 
crowd without jostling anybody or being jostle^ himself. 
And from Ids customary place clown by the door he seerm'd 
perfectly able to reach whatever he wanted on a table that 
stood some six feet away from him. He seemed always ha^py 
just U) 1 k' in coni])any. But when he met anybody he knew, 
then the joy of it made him roar with laughter, a;id he would 
hug and pal the other fellow as if he hadn’t seen a human face 
for y(‘ars. When anybody stepped on his foot, he smiled as 
if ('ager to apologise for being in the way. For two years I 
watched him and amused , myself hy guessing at his occupa- 
tion and character, But I never asked who lu' was; I difln’t 
want to know, you see, for then allfthe fdn would have been 
spoiled at once. That man had just your quality of being in- 
definite. At different times I made him out to be a teacdier 
who had never got his licence, a non-commissioned officer, 
a druggist, a government clerk, a detective — and like you, he 
lookc'd as if made out of two pieces, for the front of him never 
quite fitted the back. One day I happened to read in a news- 
paper ah )ut a big forgery committed by a well-known gov- 
ernment oflicial. Then I learned that my indefinite gentle- 
man had been a partner of the forger’s brother, and that his 
name was Sliawman. Later on I leariuxl that the aforesaid 
Strawman used to run a circulating library, but that he was 
now the police reporter of a big daily. How' in the world could 
I liopc to establish a connection between the forgc'ry, the 
police, and my little man’s peculiar manners.^ It was beyond 
me; and wdien I asked a friend whether Strawman had ever 
been punished for something, my friend couldn’t answer 
either yes or no — he just didn’t know! » [Pause. 

Mr. Y. Well, had he ever been — punished? 
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Mr. X. No, he had not. [Pame, 

Mr. Y. And that was the reason, you think, why the police 
had such an attraction for him, and why he was so afraid of 
off cndin^people ? 

Mr. X. Exactly! 

Mr. Y. And did you become acquainted with him after- 
ward.^ 

Mr. X. No, I didn’t want to. [Pause. 

Mr. Y. ^ould you have been willing to make his acquaint- 
ance if he had been — punished? 

Mr. X. Perfectly! 

Mr. Y. rises and walks back and forth several times. 

Mr. X. Sit still! Why can’t you sit still? 

Mr. Y. How did you get your liberal view of human con- 
ditions? Are you a Christian? 

Mr. X. Oh, can’t you see that I am not? 

Mr. Y. makes a face. 

Mr. X. The Christians require forgiveness. But I require 
punishment in order that the balance, or whatever you may 
call it, be restored. And you, who have served a term, ought to 
know the difference. 

Mr. Y. [Stands motionless and stares at Mr. X., first with 
wild, hateful eyes, then with surprise and admiration] How — 
could — you — know — that? 

Mr. X. Why, I could see it. 

Mu. Y. How? How could you see it? 

Mr. X. Oh, with a little practice. It is an art, like many 
others. But don’t let us talk of it any more. [He looks at his 
watch, arranges a document on the table, dips a pen in the ink- 
well, and hands it to Mr. Y.] I must be thinking of my tangled 
affairs. Won’t you please witness my signature on this note 
here? I am going to ’^UTn it in to the bank at Malmb to-mor- 
row, when I go to the city with you. 
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Mr.^Y. I am not going by way of Malmo. 

Mr. X. Oh, you are not? 

Mr. Y. No. 

Mr. X. But that need not prevent you from witnessing my 
signature. 

Mr. Y. N-no! — I never write my name on papers of tliat 
kind 

Mr. X. — any longer! This is the fifth time you have re- 
fused to write your own name. The first time iidtliiiig more 
st^rious was involved than the n^eeipt for a Registered letter. 
Then I began to watch you. And since then I have notic^ed 
that yon liave a morbid fear of a pen filled witli ink. Yon 
have not written a single letter sin(‘e you came here — only a 
post-card, and that you wrote with a l)lue i^encil. You under- 
stand now that I have figured out ^he exa(‘t nature of your 
slip? Furthermore! This is something like the seventh lime 
you have refn.s(*d to come with me to Malmo, whi(*h plac(‘ yon 
have not visited at all during all this time. And yet you came 
the whole way from America merely to have a look at Malmo! 
And every morning you walk a cou])le of miles, up to the old 
mill, just to get a glimpse of the roofs of Malmi) in the distance. 
And when you stand over there at the right-hand w indow and 
look out through tlie third pane from the bottom on the left 
side, yon can see tlie spired turrets of the castle and the tall 
chimney of the county jail. — And now I hope yon see that it’s 
your own stupidity rather than my cleverness which has made 
everything clear to me. 

Mr. Y. This means that you despise me? 

Mr. X. Oh, no! 

Mr. Y. Yes, you do — you cannot but do it! 

Mr. X. No — here’s my han<l. 

Mr. Y. takes hold of the outstretched hand and kisses it. 
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Mr. X. [Drawing back his hand] Don’t lick hands like'a dog! 

<• 

Mr. Y. Pardon me, si», but you are tlie first one who has 
let me touch bis hand after learning 

Mr. X» And now you call me “sir!” — What scares me 
about you is that you don't feel exonerated, washed clean, 
raised to the old level, as good as anybody else, when you have 

suffered your punishment. Do you care to tell me how it 

• • 

happened.^ Would you.^ 

Mr. Y. [XwMng uneasily] Yes, but you won't believe what 
I say. But I’ll tell you. Then you can see for yourself that I 
am no ordinary criminal. You’ll become convinced, I think, 
that there are errors which, so to speak, are involuntary — 
[twisting again] which seem to pommit themselves — spon- 
taneously — without being willed by oneself, and for which 
one cannot be liefd responsible — May I open the door a 
little now, since tlic storm seems to have passed over? 

Mr. X. Suit yourself. 

Mr. Y. [Opens the door: then he sits dmvn at the fable and 
begins to speak with exaggerated display of feeling, theatrical ges^ 
tures, and a good deal of false emphasis] Yes, I'll tell you! I was 
a student in the university at Lund, and I needed to get a loan 
from a bank. I had no pressing debts, and my father owned 
sonu^ properly — not a great deal, of course. However, I had 
sent th<! note to the second man of the two who were to act as 
security, and, contrary to expectations, it came back with a 
refusal. For a while I was completely stunned by the blow, 
for it was a very unpleasant surprise — most unpleasant! The 
note was lying in front of me on the table, and the letter lay 
beside it. At first my eyes stared hopelessly at those lines 
^hat pronounced my doom — that is, not a death-doom, of 
course, for I could easily find*other securities, as many as I 
wanted '—but as I have already said, it^was very annoying 
just the same. And as 1 was sitting there quite unconscious 
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of any* evil intention, my eyes fastened upon the signature of 
the letter, which would have made ^ly future secure if it had 
only appeared in the right place. It was an unusually well- 
written signature — and you know how sometimes ^one may 
absent-mindedly scribble a sheet of paper full of meaningless 
words. I had a pen in my hand — [picks up a penholder f rom 
the table] like this. And somehow it just began to run — I 
don't want to claim that there was anything mystical — any^ 
tiling of a spiritualistic nature back of it — for that kind of 
thing I don’t believe in ! It was a wholly unreasoned, mechan- 
ical process — my copying of that beautiful autograph over 
and over again. When all the clean space on the letter was 
used up, I had learned to reproduce the signature auto- 
matically — and then — [throwing away the penholder with a 
violent gesture] then I forgot all abou^t it. That night I slept 
long and heavily. And when I woke up, I could feel that I 
had been dreaming, but I couldn’t recall the dream itself. 
At times it was as if a door had been thrown ajar, and then I 
seemed to see the writing-table with the note on it as in a dis- 
tant memory — and when I got out of bed, I was forced up to 
the table, just as if, after careful deliberation, I had formed an 
irrevocable decision to sign the name to that fateful paper. 
All thought of the consequences, of the risk involved, had dis- 
appeared — no hesitation remained — it was almost as if I was 
fulfilling some sacred duty — and so I wrote! [Leaps to his 
feet] What could it be? Was it some kind of outside influence, 
a case of mental suggestion, as they call it? But from whom 
could it come? I was sleeping alone in that room. Could it 
possibly be my primitive self — the savage to whom the keep- 
ing of faith is an unknown thing — which pushed to the front 
while my consciousness was asleep — together with the crim^ 
’nal will of that self, and its inability to,calculate the results 
3f an action? Tell mfe, what do you think of it? 
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Mr. X. [^.9 if he had to force the words out of hdraself] 
Fraifkly speaking, your story does not convince me — there 
are gaps in it, but these may depend on your failure to recall 
all the details — and I have read something about criminal 
suggestion — or I think I have, at least — hm! But all that is 
neither here nor there! You have taken your medicine — and 
you have had the^ courage to acknowledge your fault. Now 
won’t talk of it any more. 

Mr. Y. Yes, yes, yes, we must talk of it — till I become sure 
of ray innocence. 

Mr. X. Well,* are you not? 

Mr. Y. No, I am not! 

Mr. X. That’s just what bothers me, I tell you. It’s ex- 
actly what is bothering me! — Doii’t you feel fairly sure that 
every human being hides a skeleton in his closet? Have we 
not, all of us, stolen and lied as children? Undoubtedly! 
Well, now there are persons who remain children all their 
lives, so that they cannot control their unlawful desires. Then 
comes the opportunity, and there you have your criminal. — 
But I cannot understand why you don’t feel innocent. If the 
child is not held responsible, why should the criminal be re- 
garded differently? It is the more strange because — well, 
perhaps 1 may come to repent it later. I, for my part, 

have killed a man, and I have never suffered any qualms on 
account of it. 

Mr. Y. [Very much interested] Have — you? 

Mr. X. Yes, I, and none else! Perhaps you don’t care to 
shake hands with a murderer? 

Mr. Y. [rieasantly] Oh, what nonsense! 

Mr. X. Yes, but I have not been punished. 

Mr. Y. [Growing more familiar and taking on a superior 
tone] So much the better for you! — How did you get out 
of it? 
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MRf X. There was nobody to accuse me, no suspicions, no 
witnesses. This is the way it happened. One Christmas I 
was invited to hunt with a fellow-student a little way out of 
Upsala. He sent a besotted old coachman to meet pie at the 
station, and this fellow went to sleep on the box, drove the 
horses into a fence, and upset the whole equipage in a ditch. 

I am not going to pretend that my life was an danger. It was 
sheer impatience which made me hit him across the neck with 
the edge of my hand — you know the way — just to wake him 
up — and the result was that he never woke up at all, but col- 
lapsed then and there. 

Mr. Y. [Craftily] And did you report it? 

Mr. X. No, and these were my reasons for not doing so. 
The man left no family behind him, or anybody else to whom 
his life could be of the slightest use. fLe had already outlived 
his allotted period of vegetation, and his place might just as 
well be filled by somebody more in need of it. On the other 
hand, my life was necessary to the happiness of my parents 
and myself, and perhaps also to the progress of my science. 
The outcome had once for all cured me of any desire to wake 
up people in that manner, and I didn’t care to spoil both iny 
own life and that of my parents for the sake of an abstract 
principle of justice. 

Mr. Y. Oh, that’s the way you measure the value of a 
human life? 

Mr. X. In the present case, yes. 

Mr. Y. But the sense of guilt — that balance you were 
speaking of? 

Mr. X. I had no sense of guilt, as I had committed no 
crime. As a boy I had given and taken more than one blow^ 
of the same kind, and the fatql outcome in this particular 
case was simply caused by my ignorance.of the effect such a 
blow might have on ah elderly person.* 
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Mr. Y. Yes, but even the unintentional killing of "a man 
is punished with a two-^ear term at hard labour — which is 
exactly what one gets for — writing names. 

Mr. X. Oh, you may be sure I have thought of it. And 
moie than one night I have dreamt myself in prison. Tell 
me now — is it really as bad as they say to find oneself behind 
bolt and bar.^ 

Mr. Y. You bet it is! — First of all they disfigure you by 
cutting off^ your hair, and if you don’t look like a criminal 
before, you are sure to do so afterward. And when you 
catch sight of yourself in a mirror you fijcl quite sure tliat you 
are a regular bandit. 

Mr. X. Isn’t it a mask that^ is being torn off, perhaps? 
Which wouldn’t be a bad idea, I should say. 

Mr. Y. Yes, y5u cai^ have your little jest about it! — And 
then they cut down your food, so that every day and every 
hour you become conscious of the border line between life and 
death. Every vita! function is more or less checked. You 
can feel yourself shrinking. And your soul, wliicli was to be 
cured and improved, is instead put on a starvation diet — 
puslicd back a thousand years into outlived ages. You are 
not permitted to read anything but what was written for the 
savages who took part in the migration of tlie peoples. You 
liear of nothing but what will never happen in heaven; and 
what actually does happen on the earth is kept hidden from 
you. You are torn out of your surroundings, reduced from 
your own class, put beneath those who are really beneath 
yourself. Then you get a sense of living in the bronze age. 
You come to feel as if you were dressed in skins, as if you 
were living in a cave and eating out of a trough — ugh! 

Mr. X. But there is reason, back of all that. One who acts 
as if he belonged to the bronze age might surely be expected 
to dqn the proper costufne. 
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Mr*Y. [Irately] Yes, you sneer! You who have behaved ^ 
like a man from the stone age — and who are permitted to live 
in the golden age. 

Mr. X. [Sharply^ watching him closely] What do you mean 
with that last expression — the golden age.^ 

Mr. Y. [With a poorly suppressed snarl] Nothing at all. 

Mr. X. Now you lie — because you arc too much of ^ a 
coward to say all you think. 

Mr. Y. Am I a coward? You think so? Buf I was no 
coward when I dared to show myself around here, where I 
liad had to suffer as I did. — But can you tell what makes one 
suffer most while in there? — It is that the others are not in 
there too! 

Mr. X. What others? 

Mr. Y. Those that go unpunished., 

Mr. X. Are you thinking of me? 

Mr. Y. I am. 

Mr. X. But I have committed no crime. 

Mr. Y. Oh, haven’t you? 

Mr. X. No, a misfortune is no crime. 

Mr. Y. So, it’s a misfortune to commit murder? 

Mr. X. r have not committed murder. 

Mr. Y. Is it not murder to kill a person? 

Mr. X. Not always. The law speaks of murder, man- 
slaughter, killing in .self-defence — and it makes a distinction 
between intentional and unintentional killing. However — 
now you really frighten me, for it’s becoming plain to me that 
you belong to the most dangerous of all human groups — that 
of the stupid. 

Mr. Y. So you imagine that I am stupid? Well, listen— 
would you like me to show you h^w clever I am? 

Mr. X. Come on ! 

Mr. Y. I think you’ll have to admit that there is both 
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logic and wisdom in the argument I'm now going to give you. 
You' have suffered a misfortune which might have brought 
you two years at hard labor. You have completely escaped 
the disgrace of being punished. And here you see before you 
a man — who has also suffered a misfortune — the victim of an 
unconscious impulse — and who has had to stand two years 
of hard labor for^it. Only by some great scientific achiev(»- 

t * 

ment can this man wipe off the taint that has become attached 
to him without any fault of his own — but in order to arrive 
at some such achievement, he must have money — a lot of 
money — and money this minute! Don’t you think that the 
other on(^, the unpunished one, would bring a little better bal- 
ance into these unequal human cqnditions if he paid a penalty 
in the form of a fine? Don’t you think so? 

Mr. X. [Calmlp] Yes, 

Mr. Y. Then we understand each other. — Hm! [Fame] 
What do you think would be reasonable? 

Mr. X. Reasonable? The minimum fine in such a case is 
fixed by the law at fifty crowns. But this whole question is 
settled by the fact that the dead man left no n‘latives. 

Mr. Y. Apparently you don’t w^ant to understand. Then 
I’ll have to speak plainly : it is to me you must pay that fine. 

Mr. X. I have never heard that forgers have the right to 
collect fijies imposed for manslaughter. And, besides, there 
is no prosecutor. 

Mr. Y. There isn’t? Well — how would I do? 

Mr. X. Oh, now we are getting the matter cleared up! 
How much do you want for becoming my accomplice? 

Mr. Y. Six thousand crowns. 

Mr. X. That’s too much. And where am I to get them? 

Mr. Y. points to the 6o.r. 

Mr. X. No, I dorh’t want to do that. I don’t want to be- 
come a thief. 
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Mr.*Y. Oh, don’t put on any airs now! Do you think I’ll 
believe that you haven’t helped yourself out of that box be- 
fore? 

Mr. X. [As if speaking to himself] Think only, th^t I could 
let myself be fooled so completely. But that’s tlie way with 
these soft natures. You like them, and then it’s so easy to 

believe that they like you. And that’s the peasoii why I have 

* • 

always been on my guard against people I take a liking to!— - 
So you are firmly convinced that I have helped myself out of 
the box before? 

Mr. Y. Certainly! 

Mr. X. And you are going to report me if you don't get 
six thousand crowns? , 

Mr. Y. Most decidedly! You can’t get out of it, so there’s 
no use trying. 

Mr. X. You think I am going to giv^e my father a thief 
for son, my wife a thief for husband, my children a thief for 
father, my fellow -workers a thief for colleague? No, that will 
never happen ! — Now I am going over to the sheriff to report 
the killing myself. 

Mr. Y. [Jumps 2ip and begins to pick up his things] Wait 
a moment! 

Mr. X. For what? 

Mr. Y. [Stammering] Oh, I thought — as I am no longer 
needed — it wouldn’t be necessary for me to stay — and I might 
just as well leave. 

Mr. X. No, you may not! — Sit down there at the table, 
where you sat before, and we’ll have another talk before you 
go. 

Mu. Y. [Sits down after having put on a dark coat] What ar^ 
you up to now? 

Mu. X. [lA)oking into the mirror hack of Mr. Y.] Oh, now 
I have it! Oh-h-li! * 
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Mr. Y. [AlaT7ne3\ What kind of wonderful things are you 
discovering now? 

Mr. X. I see in the mirror that you are a thief — a plain, 
ordinary thief! A moment ago, while you had only the white 
shirt on, I could notice that there was something wrong about 
my book-shelf. I couldn’t make out just what it was, for I 
had to listen to yqu and watch you. But as my antipathy in- 
([•reased, my vision became more acute. And now, with your 
black coat to furnish the needed color contrast for the red back 
of tlie book, which before couldn’t be seen against the red of 
your suspenders — now I see that you have been reading about 
forgeries in Bernheim’s work on mental suggestion — for you 
turned the book upsidedown in putting it back. So even that 
story of yours was stolen ! For this reason I think myself en- 
titled to conclude* that your crime must have been prompted 
by need, or by mere love of pleasure. 

Mu. Y. By need! If you only knew 

Mu. X. If you only knew the extent of the need I have had 
to face and live through! But that’s another story! Lett’s 
proceed with your case. That you have been in prison — 
take that for granted. But it happened in America, for it was 
American prison life you described. Another thing may also 
be taken for granted, namely, that you have not borne your 
punishment on this side. 

Mr. Y. How can you imagine anything of the kind? 

Mu. X. Wait until the sheriff gets here, and you’ll learn 
all about it. 

Mr. Y. gets up, 

Mr. X. There you see! The first time I mentioned the 
sheriff, in connection with the storm, you wanted also to run 
away. And when a person ha^s served out his time he doesn’t 
care to visit an old njiill every day just to look at a prison, or 
to stand by the window— in a word, you'^are at once punished 
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and uitpunished. And that’s why it was so hard to make you 
out. • [Pause, 

Mr. Y. [Completely beaten] May I go now? 

Mr. X, Now you can go. 

Mr. Y. [Putting his things together] Are you angry at me? 
Mr. X. Yes — would you prefer me to pity you? 

Mr. Y. [i^ulkily] Pity? Do you think you’re any bettef 
than I? 

Mr. X. Of course I do, as I am better than you. I am 
wiser, and I am less of a menace to prevailing property rights. 

Mr. Y. You think you are clever, but perhaps I am as 
clev(‘r as you. For the moment you have me checked, but in 
the iH'xl move I can male you — all the same! 

Mr. X. [Looking hard at Mr. Y.] So ^e have to have 
another bout! What kind of mischief are you up to now? 
Mr. Y. That’s my secret. 

Mr. X. Just look at me — oh, you mean to write my wife 
an anonymous letter giving away my secret! 

Mr. Y. Well, how are you going to prevent it? You don’t 
dare to liavc me arrested. So you’ll have to let me go. And 
when I am gone, I can do what I please. 

Mr. X. You devil! So you have found my vulnerable spot! 
Do you want to make a real murderer out of me? 

Mr. Y. That’s more than you’ll ever become — coward ! 
Mr. X. There you see how different people arc. You have 
a feeling that I cannot become guilty of the same kind of acts 
as you. And that gives you the upper hand. But suppose you 
forced me to treat you as I treated that coachman? 

[He lifts his hand as if ready to hit Mr. Y. 
Mr. Y. [Staring Mr. X. straight in the face] You can’t! 

It’s too much for one who couldn’t save‘'himself by means of 

0 

tlie box over there. 
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Mr. X. So you don’t think I have taken anything ‘out of 
the box? 

Mr. Y. You were too cowardly — just as you were too 
cowardly to tell your wife that she had married a murderer. 

Mr. X. You are a different man from what I took you to 
be — if stronger or weaker, I cannot tell — if more criminal or 
less, that’s none of my concern — but decidedly more stupid; 
that much is quite plain. For stupid you were when you wrote 
another pe/son’s name instead of begging — as I have had to 
do. Stupid you.were when you stole things out of my book — 
could you not guess that I might have read my own books? 
Stupid ypu were when you thought yourself cleverer than me, 
and when you thought that I coyld be lured into becoming a 
thief. Stupid you were when you thought balance could be 
restored by giving the \yorld two thieves instead of one. But 
most stupid of all you were when you thought I had failed to 
provide a safe corner-stone for my happiness. Go ahead and 
write my wife as many anonymous letters as you please about 
her husband having killed a man — she knew that long before 
we w^ere married ! — Have you had enough now ? 

Mr. Y. May I go? 

Mr. X. Now you have to go! And at once! I’ll send your 
things after you! — Get out of here! 


Curtain. 
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See als0 Readers' Library and Shilling Seri^ for other hooks by 
W, H. Hudson. * < 

Hueffep, Ford Madox. Th 4 Critical Attitude. Literary 
Essays. Sq. cr, Zvo. Buckram, ^s^net. 

See also Readers* Library and The Popular Library of Art for other 
books by Ford Madox Hueffer, 

High Germany : Verses. Sq. cr. Zvo, paper covers. 

IS. net 

Hughes, Rev. G. Conscience and Criticism. With Fore- 
word by the Bishop of Winchester. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 2s. 6d. net. 

Hutchinson, T. Lyrical Ballads by William Wordsworth 
and S. T. Coleridge, 1798. With certain poems of 1798, 
Introduction and Notes. Fcap, Zvo. New and Revised 
Edition. With 2 photogravures. 35. 6d. net 

Jefferies, Richard. The Story of My Heart. By Richard 
Jefferies. A New Edition Reset. With 8 illustrations 
from oil paintings by Edward W. Waite. Demy 'Svo! 
The pictures mounted with frames and plate marks. 
Designed Cover. C/oth gilt, gilt top, headband. In Box. 
ys. 6d. net 

Also a Large Paper Edition Ikniled t« 150 numbered copies, print^ on 

Imit. Hand-made Paper, illustrations moijnted on vellum with decorlttye 

borders in irold. ^und in buckram, ,in slip case. 2iJ. net. 
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JoxJBERT, Joseph. Joubert : A Selection from His Thoughts. 
Translated by Katharine Lyttleton, with a Preface by 
Mrs Humphry Ward. New Edition. In a slip care. 
^Lar^ cr. Zvo. ^s. net 

Kropotkin, Prince. Ideals and Realities in Russian 
Literature. Critical Essays. By Prince Kropotkin. 
Demy Zv\ 7.9. 6^. net 

Langlois, Ch. y., AND Seignobos, Ch. An Introduction to 
the Study of History. New Edition. 55. net 
Lawrence, D. H. Love Poems and others. Cr.Zvo, $s»net 

^ • Sie undtr Novels for another book by this author » 

Le’Gallienne, Richard. Odes from the Divan of Hafiz. 
Freely rendered from Literal Translations. Large sq. Svo. 
• In slip case. 7^* 6d. net 

Lethaby, W. R. Westminster Abbey and the King’s Crafts- 
men. With 125 illustrations, photogravure frontispiece, 
and many drawings and diagrams. Royal Svo, 1 2s, 6tl, 

. net • 

Westminst^jr Abbey as a Coronation Church. Illus- 
trated. Demy*S^o, 25, 6d, net 
See also The Library of Art for^^^ Medioeval Art by W, R, Lethaby, 
Loveland, J. U. E. The Romance of Nice. A Descriptive 
Account of Nice •and its History. With illustrations. 
Demy Svo, 6s, net 

Lytton, the Hon. Mrs Neville. Toy Dogs and theii 
Ancestors. With 300 illustrations in colour collotype, 
photogravure, and half-tone. 410, 30L net 

Mahaffy, R. P. Francis Joseph the First: His Life and 
Times. By R. P, Mahaffy. Cr, Svo, 2s, 6d. net, 
Mahommp:d, Mirza, and Rice, C. Spring. Valeh and 
Hadijeh. L.arge sg, Svo, ^s, net 
Mantzius, Karl. A History of Theatrical Art in Ancient 
and Modern Times. With Introduction by William 
‘ Archer. In six volumes. With illustrations from photo- 
, graphs. Royal Svo, los, net each voL 
Vol. I. — The E.irliest Times. Vol. II. — Middle Ages and Renais- 
sance. Vol III. — Shakespeare and the English Drama of his 
Time. Vol. IV. — Moli^re and his Time. Vol. V. — Great 
Actors of the i8th Century. Vol. VI. — In preparafion, 

MarSzali, Henry. The Letters i^nd Journal, 1 848-49, of Count 
Charles Leiningen-Westerburg. Demy Svo, Ts. 6d. net. 
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Marjoram, John. New Poems. Fcap, 8w. 2s. net 

Moore, T. Sturge. Poems. Square 8m Sewed, is, net 
^ a voJutne* 

The Centaur’s Booty. 

The Rout of th» Amazons. 

The Gazelles, and Other Poems. 

Pan’s Prophecy. 

To Leda, and Other Odes. 

Theseus, and Other Odes. 

Or, in one volume, bound in art linen, 6^. net 
— — A Sicilian Idyll, and Judith. Cloth, 2S, net 

Mariamne. A Drama. Qr, bound, 2s, net, 

Nassau, R. H. Fetichism in West Africa: Forty Years’ 
Observations of Native Customs and Su'perstitions. 12 
illustrations. Demy 8m qs, 6d, net 
Nevill, Ralph, and Jerningham, C. E. Piccadilly to 
Pall Mall. Manners, Morals, and Man. ,With 2 photo 
gravures. Demy 8m 12s, 6d, net 
Nevill, Ralph. Sporting Days and Sporting Ways. With 
coloured frontispiece. Demy 8m, 1/2L 6d, net, 

The Merry Past. Reryiniscences and Anecdotes. 

With frontispiece in colour collotype. Demy 8w. 
1 2S, 6d, net, * 

Pawlowska, Yo‘i (Mrs Buckley). ^A Year of Strangers. 
Sketches of People and Things in Italy and in the Far 
East. With copper-plate frontispiece. Demy 8m 5^. 
net 

See under Novels for another hook by this author, 

Peake, Prof. A. S. Christianity, its Nature and its Truth. 

2 5 /A Thousand, Cr, 8vo. 2s, 6d, net 
Phillipps, L. March. The Works of Man. Studies of 
race characteristics as revealed in the creative art of the 
world. Cr, 8vo, ys. 6d, net 
Plays, Modern. Cloth, 2s. net a volume. 

The Revolt and the Escape. By Villiers de LTsle Adam. 
IIernani. a Tragedy. By Frederick Brock. 

Tristram and Iseult. A Drama. By J. Comyns Carr. 

The Likeness of the Night, By Mrs W. K. Clifford. 

The Silver Box. By John Galsworthy. 

Joy, By John Galsworthy. 

Strife. By John Galsworthy, 

Justice. By John Galsworftiy. 
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Tua Eldest Son. By John Galsworthy. 

The Little Dream. By John Galsworthy, (ir. net.) 

The Pigeon. By John Galsworthy. 

♦The i^REAKiNG Point : a Censured Play. By Edward Garnett. 

. The Coming of Peace. B^ Gerhart Hauptmann. 

Peter’s Chance. A Play. By Edith Lyttelton. 

The Storm. By Ostrovsky. Translated by Constance Garnett. 
The SECRfT Woman. A Drama. By Eden Phillpots. 

Curtain Raisers. One Act Plays. By Eden Phillpots. 

The Path flit. By August Strindberg. 

There are Crimes and Crimes. By August Strindberg. 

Miss Julia. The Stronger. Two Plays. By August Strindberg. 
C^kditors. Pariah. Two Plays. By August St-rindberg. 

• Roses. Four One Act Plays. By Hermann Sudermann. 
Morituri. Three One Act Plays. By Hermann Sudermann. 

P'lVE Little Plays. By Alfred Sutro. 

• The Dawn (Les ^ubes). By Emile Verhaeren. Translated by 

Arthur Symons. 

The Princess of Hanover. By Margaret L. Woods. 

• 

The following may also be had in paper covers. Price 
• * IS. 6d. net a volume. 

Tristram and fjEtiLT. By J. Comyns Carr. (Paper boarde.) 

The Likeness of the Nk^ht. By Mrs W. K. Clifford. 

The Silver Box. By John Galsworthy. 

Joy. By John Galsworthy. 

Strife. By John Gajsworthy. 

Justice. By John Galsworthy. 

Thr Eldest Son. By John (ialsworthy. 

The Little Dream, By John Galsworthy, (ir. net.) 

The Pigeon. By John Galsworthy. 

Peter’s Chance. By Edith Lyttelton. 

Curtain Raisers. By Eden Phillpotts. 

Five Little Plays. By Alfred Sutro. 

The Secret Woman. A Censored Drama. By Eden Phillpotts. 

Three Plays. By Mrs W. K. Clifford. (Hamilton’s Second 
Marriage, Thomas and the Princess, The Modern Way.) 
In one vol. Sq. post Zvo, 6s. 

Plays (First Series). By John Galsworthy. Three Plays 
(Joy, Strife, The Silver Box) in one vol. Sma// sq. post 
Zvo. 6s. 

Plays (Second Series). By John Galsworthy. Three Plays 
"X Justice, The Little Dream, The Eldest Son) in one 
vol. Small sq, post 8vo. 6s. 
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Plays. By August Strindberg. (The Dream Play, The Link, 
The Dance of Death, Part 1. ; The Dance of Death, 
, Part IL) Translated with an Introduction and Biblio- 
graphy by Edwin Bjorkman. With frontispiece^ porrfait 
of Strindberg. In one volume. O. 8m 6s, 

Plays. By Anton Tchekoff. (Uncle Vanya, Ivanoff, The 
Seagull, The Swan Song.) With an introduction. 
Cr. Svo, 6s, 

Reid, Stuart J. Sir Richard Tangye. A Life. With a 
portrait. New and Cheaper re-issue. Cr, 8m 2 S, 6d, 
net, 

Roadmender Series, The. The volumes in the series are 
works with the same tendency as .Michael Fairless's 
remarkable book, from which the s tries gets its nante : 
books which express a deep feeling for Nature, and a 
mystical interpretation of life. Fcap, Sw^ pith designed 
end papers, 2S, 6d, net. 

The Sea Charm of Venice. By Stopford A. Brooke. 

Magic Casements. By Arthur S. Cripps. ^ f 

The Roadmender. By Michael Ftirless. Also in limp lambskin^ 
3J. 6d. Vehtet calf yapp^ 5x. ne\. Illustrated Black and White 
Edition, cr, 8w, $s, mi. Also Special Illustrated edition in 
colour from oil paintings by E. W, Waite, Ts, 6d, net. Edition de 
Luxe, 15J. net, * 

The Grey Brethren. By Michael Fairless. Also in limp lambskin^ 
3J. 6d. net; Velvet calf ^ 55-. net ; Ecrasi persian^ net. 

The Gathering of Brother Hilarius, By Michael Fairless. 
Limp lambskin^ 3r. 6d, net ; Velvet calf 5j, net ; Ecrasi Persian, 
5r. net, 

A Modern Mystic’s Way. (Dedicated to Michael Fairless.) 

Thoughts of Leonardo da Vinci. Selected by Edward McCurdy. 

Longings. By W. D. McKay. 

From the Forest. By Wm. Scott Palmer. 

Pilgrim Man. By Wra. Scott Palmer. 

Winter and Spring. By Wm. Scott Palmer. 

Vagrom Men. By A. T. Story. 

Light and Twilight. By Edward Thomas. 

Rest and Unrest, By Edward Thomas. 

Rose Acre Papers ; including Horae Solitariae. By Edward Thomas. 

Rosen, Erwin. In the Foreign Legion. A record of ^ctu#l 
experiences in the FrcRch Foreign Legion. Demy 8m 
New and Cheaper Edition, ^s, 6d, net. 
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READERS' LIBRARY, THE. 

Copyright Work% of Individual Merit and Permanent Value 
^ ^ dy Authors of Repute, 

iUjbrary style. Cr, 8vo. Blue cloth gilt, round backs, 

2 s, td, net a volume. 


Avril. By Hilaire Belloc. Essays 
on the Po<ftry of the French 
Renaissance. ^ 

.E$to Perpetua. By Hilaire Bel- 
loc. Algerian Studies and Im- 
pressions. « 

Men,'%Women, and Books : Res 
JuDiCATAE. By Augustine BirrclI. 
Complete in one vol. 

Obiter DictaT By Augustine 
fiirrell. First and Second Series 
in one volume. 

Memoirs of a Surrey 
Labourer. * By .George Bourne. 

The Bettesworth Book. By 

» Gijorge Bourne. 

Studies in Poetry. ByStopford 
A. Brooke, LL.lJ# •Essays on 
Blake, Scott, Shelley, Keats, ^tc. 

Comparative Studies in Nur- 
sery Rhymes. By Lina Ecken- 
stein. Essays in a tjfanch of 
Folk-lore. 

Italian Ports since Dante. 
Critical Essays. By W. Everett. 

Villa Rubkin, and Other 
Stories. By John Galsworthy. 

Progress, and Other Sketches. 
By R. B. Cunninghame Graham. 

Success: and Other Sketches. 
By R. B. Cunninghame Grahame. 

Green Mansions. A Romance 
of the Tropical Forest. By W. H. 
Hudson. 

Thi Purple Land. By W. H. 

• Hudson. 

T^e Heart of the Country. 
By F'ord Madox HueflTer, 

The Soul of London. By Ford 
Madox Hueffer. 


The Spirit of the People. By 
P'ord Madox Hueffer. 

After London — Wild Eng- 
land. By Richard Jefferies. 

Amaryllis at the F'air. By 
Richard Jefferies. 

Be VIS. The Story of a Boy. By 
Richard Jefferies. 

The Hills and the Vale. 
Nature Essays. By Richard 
Jefferies. 

The Greatest Life. An inquiry 
into the foundations of character. 
By Gerald Leighton, M.D. 

St Augustine and his Age. 
Aif Interpretation. By Joseph 
McCabe. 

Between the Acts. By H. W, 
Nevinson. 

Essays in Freedom. By H. W. 
Nevinson. 

Parallel Paths. A Study in 
Biology, Ethics, and Art. By 
T. W. Rollcston. 

The Strenuous Life, andOther 
Essays. By Theodore Roosevelt, 

English Literature and 
Society in the Eighteenth 
Century, By Sir Leslie 
Stephen. 

Studies of a Biographer. First 
Series. Two Volumes. By Sir 
Leslie Stephen. 

Studies of a Biographer. 
Second Series. Two Volumes. 
By Sir Leslie Stephen. 

Interludes. By Sir Geo. Tre- 
velyan. 

Essays on Dante. By Dr Carl 
Witte. 


** Messrs Duckworth’s admirable Readers’ Library.” — Book>tian. 

*■ “Ai^eries which is well worth following. Excellent reading.”~/4M^«^e««f. 

** That excellent series. The work of some gf our most distingui.shed contemporaries." 
— Daily Ne^vs. 

** In a class apart from cheap reprints ... as enjoyable to the most fastidious at first 
editions. The Manchester Guardiftft, 
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Social Questions Series. 

Makers of Our Clothes. A Case for Trade Boards. By Miss 
. Clementina Black and Lady Carl Meyer, Demy %vo, Jj. net. 
Sweated Industry and the Minimum Wage. By Ghmentflna 
Black. With Preface by A. Gaidiner. Clothy crown 

21 . M/, 

Women in Industry; From Seven Points of View. With 
Introduction by I). J. Shackleton. crou/H 2j. ncf. 

The Worker's Handbook. By Gertrude M. Tuckwel!. A hand- 
book of legal and general information for the Clfcrgy, for District 
Visitors, and all Social Workers, Cr. Svo, 2s, net. 

Saints, The. An entirely New Series pf Lives of the Saints, 
in separate volumes. Cr, Svo, scarlet art velluh^ gilt 
Uttered^ gilt top, 2S. 6d, net each volume, 

S. Ambrose. By the Due de Broglie. 

S. Antony of Padua. By the Abb^ Albert Lepitre. 

S. Augustine. By Prof, Ad. Hatzfeld. * 

S. Cajetan. By R, de Maulde la Claviere. 

S. Chrysostom. By Aimc Puech. 

S. Clotilda. By Prof. G. Kurth. 

S. Dominic. By Jeai^Guiraud. 

S. Francis of Sales. By A. D. Margorie. 

S. Ignatius of Loyola. By Henri Jc^ly/* 

S. Jerome. By the Rev. FathertLargent. 

S. Joan of Arc. By L. Petit d« Julleville. 

S. John Viannky; Curi^ d’Ars. By Joseph Vianney. 

S. Louis. By Marius Sepet. 

S. Mary the Virgin. By Rene Mane de la Broisc. 

S. Nicholas I. By Jules Roy. 

S. Patrick. By TAbbe Riguct. 

S. Peter Fourier. By L. Pingaud. 

S. Teresa. By Henri Joly. 

S. Thomas X Brcket, By Mgr. Demimuid, 

S. Thomas More. By Henri Bremond. 

S. Vincent de Paul, By Prince Emmanuel de Broglie. 

The Psychology of the Saints. By Henri Joly. 

Duckworth^s Shilling Net Series. Cloth^ cr, 8vo, 
Caliban's Guide to Letters. By Hilaire Belloc. 

South American Sketches. By W. H. Hudson. 

Stories from De Maupassant. 

Success. By R. B. Cunninghame Graham. 

Smalley, George W, Anglo-American Memories. FisGt 
Series (American). With a photogravure frontispiece. 
Demy 8vo, 12 s, 6d, net, 

Second Series (English). Demy %vo, 12 s, 6d, net,^ 

Spielmann, Mrs M. H., an^ Wilhelm, C. The Chifd of 
the Air. A Romantic Fantasy. Illustrated in colour 
and in line, ^q, cr. 8vo, net 
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Stephen, H. L. State Trials: Political and Social First 
Series. Selected and edited by H. L. Stephen. With 
two photogravures. Two vols. Fcap. Svo. Art vellptn, 
* alMop. 55. net. 

• Vof> I. — Sir Walter Raleigh-»-Charles I.— The Regicides — Colonel 
Turner and Others — The Suffolk Witches — Alice Lisle. Vol. II. 
— Lord Russell — The Earl of Warwick — Spencer Cowper and 
Others-»-Samuel Goodere and Others. 

l^atcCfrials: Political and Social. Second Series. 

• Selected and edited by H. L. Stephen. With two 
photogravures. Two vols. Fcap, Svo. ^s, net, 

Vol^#I. — The Earl of tssex — Captain Lee —John Perry — Green and 

• Others — Count Coningsmark — Beau Fielding. Vol. II. — Annes- 
ley — Carter — Macdaniell — Bernard — Byron. 

Stopford, F^anois. Life's Great Adventure. Essays. By 

• Francis Stopfofd, author of “The Toil of Life.” Cr, 
Svo, Cloth, 5 c. net. 

Studies in Theology. A New Series of Handbooks, being 
aids to interpretation in Biblical Criticism for the use of 
• the Clergy, Divinity Students)' and Laymen. Cr, Svo, 
2 S, 6d, net a volume. 

The Christian LfoPE. Afitudy in the Doctrine of the Last Things. 
By W. Adams Brown, D.D., Professor of Theology in the Union 
College, New York. 

Christianity and Social Questions. By the Rev. William 
Cunningham, D.15,, F.B.A., Archdeacon of Ely. Formerly 
Lecturer on Economic History to Harvard University. 

Faith and its Psychology. By the Rev. William R. Inge, D.D., 
Dean of St Paul's. 

Protestant Thought before Kant. By A. C. McGiffert, Ph.D., 
D.D., of the Union Theological Seminary, New York. 

The Theology of the Gospels. By the Rev. James Moffat, B.D., 
D.D., of the U.F. Church of Scotland, sometime Jovvett Lecturer 
in London, author of “The Historical New Testament,'* 
“ Literary Illustrations of the Bible,** etc. 

A History of Christian Thought since Kant. By the Rev. 
Edward Caldwell Moore, D.D., Parkman Professor of Theology 
in the University of Harvard, U.S. A, 

Revelation and Inspiration. By the Rev. James Orr, D.D., 
Professor of Apologetics in the Theological College of the United 
• Free Church, Glasgow. 

A Critical Introduction to the New Testament. By Arthur 
Samuel Peake, D.D., Professor of Biblical Exegesis and Dean of 
the Faculty of Theology, Victoria University, Manchester. 
Philosophy and Religion. By the Rev. Hastings Rashdall, 
D.Litt. (Oxon.), D.C.L. (Durham), F.B.A., Fellow and Tutor 
of New College, Oxford. 
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Text and Canon of the New Testament. By Prof. Alexander 
Souter, M.A., D.Litt, Professor of flurnanity, Aberdeen 
University. 

Christian Thought to the Reformation. By Ilerbert^B. Work- 
man, D.Litt., Principal of the Westminster Training Colley. 

Tomlinson, H. M. The Sea and the Jungle. Personal ex- 
periences in a voyage to South America and through the 
Amazon forests. By H. M. Tomlinson. ♦ Demy 8w. 
js, 6d, net 

Vaughan, Herbert M. The Last Stuart Queen : I.oui'se* 
Countess of Albany. A Life. With illustrations and 
portraits. Demy Svo, i6s. net, % 

Waern, Cecilia. Mediaeval Sicily. Aspects of Life and 
Art in the Middle Ages. With very many illustrations. 
Royal 8vo, 12s. 6d, net ^ * ♦ 

Williams, Alfred. A Wiltshire Village. A Study of 
English Rural Village Life. By Alired Williams. Cr. 
8vo, ss. net * * 

novels" and stories ‘ • 

• 

Anonymous. The Diary of an English (jirl. Cr, 8m 6s, 
Bone, David W. The Brassbounder. A tale of seamen’s 
life in a sailing ship. With illustrations by the Author. 
Cr, 8vo, 6s 

Bone, Gertrude. Provincial Tales. With frontispiece by 
Muirhead Bone. Cr, 8m 6s. 

Bone, Muirhead and Gertrude. Children’s Children. A 
Tale. With 60 drawings by Muirhead Bone. Laroe 
Cr, 8m 6s, net, [Vellum Edition, limited to 250 
copies, signed and numbered. 255. net\ 

Brookfield, Chas. PI. Jack Goldie: the Boy who knew 
best. Illustrated by A. E. Jackson. Cr, 8m 5s, 
Brown, Vincent. A Magdalen’s Husband. A Novel. 
Pburth Impression. Cr, 8m 6s, 

The Dark Ship. A Novel. Cr, Sw, 6s, 

The Disciple’s Wife. A Novel. Cr, 8m 6s, • 

The Sacred Cup. A Novel. Cr, 8w, 6s, 

Calthrop, Dion Clayton. King Peter. A Novel. With a 
Frontispiece. Cr. 8m 65. 

Sa also Duckworth's Two Shillfng Net Novels for another book % 
Dion Clayton Calthrop, 
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Cawtlev, C. Holmes. The Weaving of the Shuttle. A 
Yorkshire Novel. O. Zvo. 6j. 

Clifford, Mrs W. K. Woodside Farm. A Novel. jCr, 

^ . 6j. 

CoNOTLLY, J. B. Wide Courses : Tales of the Sea. Illus- 
trated. Cr. Svo, 6s. 

S$e also Duckmortks Two Shilling Net Novels. 

Davies, Beggars. Personal Experiences of Tramp 

' ^ Life. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

A Weak Woman. A Novel, Cr. 8w. 6s. 

The True Traveller. A Tramp's Experiences. Cr. 

8vo. 6j. 

Davis, Richard. Harding. Once upon a Time. Stories. 
• Illustrated. Qk. 8vo. 6s. 

The Man who could not Lose. Stories. Illustrated. 

Cr. Svo.^ 6s. 

The Red Cross Girl. Stories. Illustrated. Cr. 

^^^0. 6s. \ 

Dodge, Janet. Jony Unregenerate. A Novel. Cr.Svo. 6s. 
Drake, Maurice.^ *Wract A Tale of the Sea. Cr. Svo. 6s. 
East, H. Clayton. The Breath of the Desert. A Novel of 
Egypt. Svo. 6s. 

Filippi, Rosina. Bwnardine. A Novel. Cr. Svo. 6s. 
Fogazzaro, Antonio. The Poet's Mystery. A Novel. Cr. 
Svo. 6s. 

Forbes, Lady Helen. It's a Way they have in the Army. 
A Novel. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

The Bounty of the Gods. A Novel. 

The Polar Star. A Novel. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Garnett, Mrs R. S. Amor Vincit. A Romance of the 
StafiFordshire Moorlands. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

See also Duckworth' s 7 wo Shilling Net Novels for another Novel 
by Mrs Garnett. 

Garshin, W. The Signal, and other Stories. Translated 
^ from the Russian, 

Glyn, Elinor. Beyond the Rocks. A Love Story. Cr. 
Svo. 6s. Also an edition in paper covers, is. net. 

Ha icy one. A Novel. Cr. 8w. 6s. 

— — His Hour. A Novel. With a photogravure frontis- 
piece. Cr. Svo. 6s. 
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Glyn, Elinor. The Vicissitudes of Evangeline. With 
Coloured Frontispiece. Cr. Zvo^ 6j. Also an edition in 
^ paper covers, is. net. 

Reflections of Ambrosine. With Coloured«^Froiftis- 

piece. Cr. Zvo. 6^. • 

See also Duckworth^ s Two Shilling Net Novels. 

Three Weeks. A Romance. With Coloured Frontis 

piece. Cr. Zvo. 6s. ^ ' 

The Visits of Elizabeth. With Photogravure Frontis- 
piece. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Elizabeth Visits America. With a Photogyivure 

Frontispiece. Cr. Zvo. 6^. 

See also Duckworth^ s Two Shilling Net Noi\eh. 

The Damsel and the Sage : A^Woman^s Whimsies. 

With a Photogravure Portrait. Cr. Zvo. In slip case. 
55. net. 

Sayings of Grandmamma. From 'the Writings of 

Elinor Glyn. Fchp.^Zvo. With Photogravure Portrait^ 

Persian yapp. 2S. 6d. net. Also in phrchment. ft. *net. 

The Reason Why, With FroiiK*spiece in Colour. 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Gorky, Maxim. The Spy. A Tale. By Maxim Gorky.*^ 
Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Twenty-six Men and a Girl. Stories. Cr. Zvo. 

Cloth. 2S. net. 

Hayter, Adrian. The Profitable Imbroglio. A Tale of 
Mystery. Cr. Zvo. 65. 

Holmes, Arthur H. Twinkle. A Novel. Cr. Zvo. 6s'. 
Horlick, Jittie. a String of Beads. A Tale. Illustrated 
in Colour. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Johnson, Cecil Ross. The Trader: A Venture in New 
Guinea. A Novel, Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Le Sage, A. B. In the West Wind. A Cornish Novel. 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. ^ 

Lipsett, E. R. Didy : The Story of an Irish Girl. 
Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Maclagan, Bridget. The Mistress of Kingdoms. A Novel. 
Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Martindale, Elizabeth. Margaret Hever. A Novel.# Cr. 
Zvo. 65. 
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Maud, Constance Elizabeth. Angelique : le p’tit ChoiL 
A Story. Cr. Sw. 6s. 

JUk alsf Tw« Shillit$g Net Novels for astother book by Miss Maud. 

MAUp3bsANT,*iGuY UE. Yvettc, and other Stories. Trans- 
lated by A. G. Cr. Zvo. 6st 

See also ShiHing Net Library for another volume of Maupassant, 

Monkhouse, Dying Fires, A Novel. Cr, Zvo, 6^. 

Nupier, RosAMOi)te«* The Faithful Failure. A Novel of the 
0pen Cr* Sw. 6s. 

^^The Heart of a Gypsy. A Novel. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Pawlow;SEA, Yoi. Those that Dream. A Novel of Life in 
Rome To-day. Cr, Svo. 6s. 

Roberts, Helen. ^Id. Brent’s Daughter. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Schofield, Lily. Elizabeth, Betsy, and Bess. A Tale. 
Cr. Svo. 6s. • 

‘‘Shway DinSa.” Wholly without Morals. A Novel of 
Indo-Burman Life. Cr. Svo. 6sf^ 

'fcHiffjvifOFF, Anton. The Riss : Stories, ^r. Svo. 6s. 

Travers, John. Sahib Log. .A Novel of Regimental Life 
in India. Cr. Svo. 6f^ • 

In the World of Bewilderment. A Novel. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Tylee, E. S. The Wi^h Ladder. A Somerset Story. 
Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Vaughan, Owen (Owen RhosJomyl). A Scout’s Story. A 
Tale of Adventure. Illustrated. Cr. Svo. 2 S. 6d. 

Isle Raven. A Welsh Novel. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

.Old Fireproof : Being the Chaplain’s Story of Certain 

Events in the South African War. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Sweet Rogues. A Romance. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

See also Duckworth* s Tkoo SkilUng Net Novels for another hook by 
Owen Vaughan. 

Duckworth’s Series of Popular Novels. 2 s. net. 

The Prodigal Nephew. By Bertram Atkey. 

The Dance of Love. By Dion Clayton Calthrop. 

WooDSiDB Farm. By Mrs W. K. Clifford. 

The Crested Seas. By James B. Conolly. Illustrated. 

The Infamous John Friend. By Mrs R. S. Garnett. 

Elizabeth visits America. By Elinor Glyn. 

Reflections of Ambrosinb. By Elinor Glyn. 

A Motor-Car Divorce. By Louise Hale. Illustrated. 

No SuRlSBNDER. By Constance Elizat^th Maud. 

The Secret Kingdom. By Frank Richardson. 

Vronina. By Owen Vaughan, ^ith Coloured Frontispiece. 



BOOKS ON APPROVAL 

Mrssrs DUCKWORTH & CO.’s Publicak^dKs may be 
throagh any good bookseller* Anyone desiring to^^xainini^ a 
Toluxne should order it subject to approval. The bookseller* can 
obtain it from the publishers on this conditionl i 


The foUotoing Special Lists and ^f'llogues will be sen? 
Post Free on request to any address ^ — 

A GENERAL JfevTALOGUE OVl PURLTCATIONS 

A COLOUREt) PROSPECTUS OF NEW ILLUSTRATED 
CHILDREN'S BOOKS ^ • 

A DESCRIPTIVE LIST OF “THE READERS' LIBRARY" 

A DESCRIPTIVK LIST OF “T^E LIHRARY OF ART” 
AND “THE l’01'ULAR«LIBKARy OF ART" 

A DESCRIPTIVE LIST OF “THE SAINTS SERIES” 

A DESCRIPTIVE LIST OF THEOLOGICAL WORKS 

AND FULL PROSPECTUSES OF “THE ROADWENDER 
SERIES” AND “MODERN PLAYS” 

DUCKWORTH & COMPANY 

3 HENRIETTA STREET, COVENT GARDEN, LONDON 


T. A S. 







